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THE 


Duke of O RMO ND. 


My Lo RD, al 


= 


Tee UT of Gratitude to the Me- 
JED} morable and Illuftrious Pa- 
| I tron of my Infancy, Your 
GWrace's Grandfather, I pre- 
iume to lay this Comedy at Your 
Feet: The Deſign of it is to baniſh 

out of Converſation all Entertainment 
3 Which 


de as extenſive as the World itſelf. 


M.-unificence, Affability, Scorn of Gain, 


ir © Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


city of Mind; Good- nature, Frien 
ſhip, and Honour : Such a Purpoſe wil 
not, I hope, be unacceptable to ſo great 
a Lover of Mankind as your Grace, 
and if your Patronage can recommend 
it to all who love and honour the 
Duke of ORMonD, its Reception will 


which does not proceed from Eta 
| 


Twas the irreſiſtible Force of this 
Humanity in your Temper that has 
carry d you through the various Suc- 
ceſſes of War with the peculiar and 


undiſputed Diſtinction, that Vou have 
drawn Your Sword without other Mo- 


tive than paſſionate Regard for the 


Glory of your Country; ſince before 


you entred into its Service, You were 


poſſeſs'd of its higheſt Honours, but 


could not be contented with the Illuſtri- 
ous Rank Your Birth gave Von, with- 
out repeating the glorious Actions 7 


which it was acquired. 

But there cannot be leſs e 
fon the Son of an OssoRx, than to 
contemn Life to adorn it; bad with 


and 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. * 
and Paſſion for Glory, to be the Ho- 
nour and Example to the Profeſſion 
of Arms: All which engaging Quali- 
ties Your Noble Family has exerted 
with ſo ſtedfaſt a Loyalty, that in the 
moſt adverſe Fortune of our Mo- 
narchy, Popularity, which in Others 
had been invidious, was a Security to 
the Crown, when lodg'd in the Houſe 
of OzxMonD. | 

Thus Your Grace . into the 
Buſineſs of the World with ſo great 


Expectation, that it ſeem'd impoſ- 


fble there could be any thing left, 
which might ſtill conduce to the Ho- 
nour of - Your Name. But the moſt 
memorable Advantage Vour Country 
has gain'd this Century, was obtain'd 
under Your Command; and Provi- 
dence thought fit to give the Wealth 
of the Indies into his Hands, who 
only could deſpiſe it; while with a 
ſuperior Generoſity, He knows no Re- 
ward but in Opportunities of beſtow- 
ing. The great Perſonage whom You 
ſucceed in Your Honours, made me 
feel, before I was ſenfible of the Be- 

A 3 nefit, 


8 | Epiſtie Dedicatory. | 
nefit, that this glorious Bent of Mind 


is Hereditary: to You; I hope, there- 
fore, You will pardon me, that I take 


the Liberty of expreſſing my Venera- 


tion for his Remains, by my Your 
Grace, that I am, 


My L ORD, 
Your Grate's Ae 
_ moft Obedient, 
end mast Devoted 
Humble Servant, 
5 R CHARD STEELE, 


PREFACE. 


e H O' it ought to be the Care of all 65. 
NGA vernments, that publick Repreſentations 


| #4 ſhould have nothing in them but what © 
I N. Bil 7s agrecable to the Manners, Laws, Re- 

Sa" gion and Policy of the Place or Nation 
— in which they are exhibited ; yet it is 
the general Complaint of the more Learned and Virtu- 
cus among / Us, that the Engliſh Stage has extremely 
effended in this kind : I'thaught. therefore it would be an 
honeſt Ambition: to attempt a Comedy; which might 
be no improper” Entertainment" in a Chriſtian Common- 
evealth. . 

In order to this, the Spark of this Play is introduced 
wwith as much Agility. aud Liſt, as he brought with 
him from France; and. as, mueh Humour as 1 
could beſtow upon him, in England. But he uſes the 
Advantages of a Learned; Education, a ready Fancy, 
and a liberal Fortune, without the Circumſpe#ion 
and good Senſe which ſhould always attend the 
Pleaſures of a Gentleman; that is to ſay, a reaſonable 
Creature. 

Thus he makes falſe Love, gets Drunk, and kills 
his Man; but in the fifth Ad awakes from his De- 
bauch, with the Compunction and Remorſe which is ſuit- 
able to a Man's finding himſelf in a Gaol for the Death 
of his Friend, without his knowing why, 

The Anguiſh he there expreſſes, and the mutual Sor- 
row between an only Child and a tender Father in that 
Diſtreſs, are, perhaps, an Peg to the Rules of Comedy, 

4 3 
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but J am ſure they are a» Juſtice to thoſe of Morality > 
And Paſſages of ſuch a Nature being fo frequently a- 
plauded on the Stage, it is high time that we ſhould no 
longer draw Occafions of Mirth from thoſe Images. 
which the Religion of our Country tells us we ought to 
tremble at with Horror. 

But her Moft Excellent Majefly has taken the Stage 
into Her Conſideration; and wwe may hope by Her gra- 
cidns Influence on the Muſes, Wit will recover from 
its Apoſtacy ; and that by being enconrag'd in the Inte- 
refts of Virtue, *twill ſtrip Vice of the gay Habit in 
ewhich it has too long appear d, and clothe it in its na- 
tive Dreſs of Shame, Contempt, and Diſhonour, 


PROLOGUE. 


LL the commanding Pow'rs that awe Mankind 7, 
Are in a trembling Poet's Audience join'd, 

Where ſuch bright Galaxies of Beauty fit, 
And at their Feet afſembled Men of Vit: 
Our Author therefore owns his deep Deſpair 
To entertain the Learned or the Fair; | 
Yet hopes that both will ſo much be his Friends ; 
To pardon avhat be does, for what B' intends ; 
He aims to make the coming Action move 
On the dread Laws of Friend(bip and of Love; 
Sure then he'll find but very few ſevere, 
Since there's of both ſo many Objects here. 
He offers no groſs Vices to your Sight, 
Thoſe too much Horror raiſe for juſt Delight ;- 
And to detain th attentive knowing Ear, 
Pleaſure muſt till have ſomething that's ſevere. 3} 
If then qou find our "Author treads the Stage. © £ 
With juſt regard to a reforming Age ; 
He hopes, he humbly hopes, you'll think there's due 
_ to him, for Fuftice done to you... 


As Drama; 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. | 
* E N. 


\LD Bookewit, e Captain rifles 
Young Bookwit, Mr. Wilks. 

"+ ey | Mr. Mill. 

Frederick, - | | | Mr; Toms. 


- 'Latine, , | N Mr. ber. 


— i 1 0 Mr. Pinkethman, 


WOMEN. 


Penelope; WE Mrs. Rogers. 
Victoria, 5 Mrs. Oldfeld. 


Betty, 7-5 5 Mrs. Cox. 
Lettige, Mrs. Lucas. 


Conflables; Watch, T, n Cookmaid, and 755 
* 
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Cr. SCENE. . 


SCENE S,. James Park. 
Enter Young Bookwit and Latine. 


LATINVE. 
r have you utterly left Oxford? 
C Ds Y. Bool. For ever, Sir, for ever; my 
Q Pg Father has given me leave to come to 
2» Wha Loan, and I don't Queſtion but will 
let my Return be in my own Choiee— 


* But Zack, you know we were talking 
in Maudline Walks laſt Week of the Neceſſity, in In- 
trigues, of a faithful, yet a prating Servant We 
agreed therefore to caſt Lots who ſhould be the other's 
Footman for the preſent Expedition Fortune, 
that's always blind, | gave me the Superiorit 7. 

4 6 


Lat. 


— 
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Lat. She ſhall be call'd no more ſo, for that one 
Action: And I am, Sir, in a literal Senſe, your very 
humble Servant —— 

Y. Book. Begin then the Duty of an uſeful Valet, 
and flatter me egregiouſly Has the Fellow fitted- 
me? How is my Manner? my Mien? Do I move 
freely? Have I kick'd off the Trammels of a Gown ? 
Or does not the Tail on't. ſeem ſtill tuck'd under my 
Arm, where my Hat is? with a pert Jirk forward, 

and little Hitch in my Gait like a Scholaſtick Beau? 
his Wig, I fear looks like a Cap. 

Lat. No, Faith, it looks like a Cap and g. 
too ? tho' at the ſame time you look as if you ne'er 
had worn either 
. Bock. But my Sword—does it hang careleſs ? 

——  —&do I look bold, negligent, and erect ? that is, 

do I look as if I could kill a Man without being out 

of Humour? I horridly miſtruſt myſelf——Am I mi- 

litary enough in my Air? I fancy People ſee I under- 

ſtand Greek. Don't I pore a little in my Viſage? — 

Han't I a down bookiſh Lour? a wiſe Sadneſs? —— 

I don't look gay enough. and unthinking, I fancy. 

Lat. F proteſt you wrong yourſelf :£—You look 

very briſk, and very ignorant. 

1 " Book. Oh ſie - am afraid you flatter me. 
, f Lat. I don't indeed I' be hang'd if my. 
” Tutor would know either of us But, good 
b Maſter, to what uſe do you deſign to put the noble 
Arts and Sciences he taught us TIA Conduct 
| of our Lives, the Government of our Paſſions, were 
5 his daily talk to us, good Man ? 
N . Bet. Good Man! Why I'll obey. his Precepts, 


+ - - 
—— — 
* — — - * 
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; but abridge 'em For as he uſed to adviſe me, rl 
Contract my Thoughts as I Il tell you, Fac. 
j For the Paſſions, I'll turn 'em all into that one dear, 
| Paſſion, Love] and when | that's the only Torture 
of my Heart, I'll give that tortur'd Heart quite away, 
deny there's any ſuch thing as Pain, and turn Szoick 
a ſhorter way than e'er thy Tutor taught thee —— 
2 is the new Philoſophy, you "oo n 
8 ? Lat iN 


ks . % 
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Eat. But you would not in. carneſt be_thought- 
wholly illiterate ? | 

Z. Book. No; for as when I walk, I'd have you 
know by my Motion I can dance ; ſo when I ſpeak 
I'd have you ſee I read———yet would ordinarily 
neither cut Capers, nor talk Sentences But you 
prate as if I came to Town. to get an Employment; 
No ! hang Buſineſs hang Care, let it live 
and proſper among the Men I 'H ne er go near the 
ſolemn ugly things again I' keep Company 
with none but Ladies - bright Ladies — Oh 
London ! London Oh Woman! Woman! I ani come 
where thou liveſt, where thou ſhineſt, 

Lat. Hey-day | why, were there no Women in 
Oxford? 

Y. Bool. No, no; 9 do you think a bed 
maker's a Woman? 

Lat. Ves, and thought you knew it. 

. Book. No, no, tis no ſuch thing —As he that, 
is not honeſt or brave is no Man; ſo ſhe that is not 
witty or fair is no Woman No, no, Jack — to 
come up to that high Name, and Object of Deſire 
She maſt be gay and chaſte, ſhe muſt at once attract, 
and baniſh. . don't know how to expreſs my- 
ſelf—but a. Woman methinks is a Being between us 
and Angels — She has ſomething in her that at the 
ſame time gives Awe and Invitation; and I ſwear to 
you, I was never out on't yet But I always judg'd 
of Men, as I obſerv'd they judg'd of Women: There 
is nothing ſhews a Man ſo much as the Object of his 
AﬀeCtions— But what do you ſtare at ſo conſi- 
derately ? | 

Lat. Faith, Sir, I am wondring at you how | 
tis poſſible you could be ſo janty a Town-ſpark in. a 
Moment, and have ſo eaſy a Behaviour I look - 
methinks to you, as if I were really your Footman.— 

T. Book. Why, if you're ſerious in what you fay—— 
I owe it wholly. to the Indulgence of an excellent 
Father, in whoſe Company I was always free, and un- 
n dq —hzut what's this to Ladies, * ta 

es 


a” 
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Ladies -I was going to tell you I had ſtudy d em: 
and know how to make my Approaches to em by 
contemplating their Frame, their inmoſt Temper —— 
IL don't ground my Hopes on the ſcandalous Tales and 
Opinions your wild Fellows have of em Fel- 
lows that are but mere Bodies Machines 
wich at beſt can but move gracefully No, I draw 
r Pretences from Philoſophy, from Nature 
Lan Vou'll give us by and by a Lecture over your 
Miſtreſs : you can diſſect her. ü 
F. Book: That J can indeed, and ate 
oblervd on Woman, that I can know her Mind by her 
Eye, as well as her Doctor ſhall her Health by her 
Pulſe I can read Approbation through a Glance 
of Diſdain Can fee when the Soul is divided by a 
ing Tear that twinkles and betrays the Heart; a 
ſparkling Tear's the Dreſs and Livery of Love——— 
Of Love made up of Hope, and Fear, of Joy and 
Griet- — 
Lat. But what have the Wars to do with all this? 
Why muſt you needs commence Soldier all of a ſud- 


2 Book. Were't not a taking Complement with my 
College Face and Phraſe t Accel a Lady —— Madam, 
your Ladyſnhip a learned Heart, one newly 

b rg the Univerſity If you want Defini- 
tions, Axioms, and Arguments, I am an able School- 
 man—T've read Ariſtotle twice over, compar'd his 
jarring Commentators too, examin'd all the famous 
Peripateticks, know where the Scotiſts and the No- 
— * This certainly muſt needs enchant a 

* 

Lat. This is too much on th'other ſide. 

Y. Book. The Name of Soldier bids you better 
welcome. "Tis Valour and Feats done in the Field, 
2 Man ſhould be cry'd up for————nor is't ſo hard 
to-atchieve - | 

- Lat. The Fame of i it, you mean 

F. Book. Yes; and that will ſerve — Tis * look- 
ng big, bragging with an eaſy Grace, * 
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muſtering up an hundred hard Names they unders- 
— toy Thunder out Villerey, Catinat, and Bouf>- 
flors'; of ſtrange Towns and Caſtles, whoſe bar- 
barous Names, „ 
rarer and more —— Still running over 
'Trenches, "arg Counterſcarps, and Forts, Ci- 
tadels, Mines, Countermines, Pickeering, Pioneers, 
Centinels; Patroles, and others, without Senſe! or Or- 
der, that matters not, the Women are amaz d, they 
adinire to hear you rap 'em out ſo readily and many 
a one that went her for't, retailing handſomly 
ſome warlike Terms, paſſes for a brave Fellow. 
Don't ſtand gaping, but live and learn, my Lad 
can tell thee ten thouſand Arts, — 
and valued-in theſe Regions of Wit and Gallantry, the 
Park, the Playhouſepyo n. 

Lat. Now you put me in mind where we are-— - 
What have we to do here thus carty—=——now there's 
no Company? 

F. Book. Oh! Sir, I have put on ſo much of tho 
Soldier with my red Coat, that I came here tobſerve- 
the Ground I am to engage upon Here muſt I act, 
I know, ſome Lover's Part, and therefore came to 
view this pleaſant Walk II privately rambled to 
Town lat Nowember ——Here,. ay here I ſtood and 
gaz'd- at high Mall, till I forgot twas Winter, ſo 
many pretty She's march'd by me Oh] to ſee tha 
dear things trip, trip along, and breathe ſo ſhore, nipt 
with the ——— ſaw the very Air not without 
Force leave their dear Lips —0——l— Oh! Gy were 
intolerably handſome. , 

Lat. You'll ſee, perhaps, ſuch to day——but how 
to come at 'em 
T. Book. Ay, there's it, how to come at em 

Lat. Are you generous?” 

T. Book. r think-I am no Niggard. 

Lat. You mult entertain them high, and bribe all 
about em. They talk of Ovid, err 
Ving, be liberal, and you outdo his Precepts The 
Art of Love, Sir, is the Art of Gining-— Be free to» 
| 8 Women, 
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Women, they'll be free to you. Not ev'ry open? 


| handed Fellow hits it neither. Some give by Lap fuls, 
and yet ne er oblige. The manner, you know, of de- 


ing a thing is more than the thing itſelf Some . "T4 
Jewel, - which had been refuſed, if bluntly offer'd. | 
Y. Book. Some. loſe at Play what they deſign. a. 


Preſent. 


Lat. Right che Skilt is is to be generous, and) | 


ſeem not to know it of yourſelf, tis done with ſa- 


much eaſe ; but a liberal Blockbead 65 ap ng his Mi- 
ſtreſs as he'd give an Alms— 
. Bool. Leaving ſuch Blockheads to their deſerv'd- 
ill Fortune—Tell me if thou know'ſt theſe Ladies? 
Lat. No, not I, Sir, they are above an Academick 
Converſe many Degrees ve ſeen ten thouſand 
Verſes writ in the Univerſity on Wenches not ſit to 
be either of their Handmaids I never ſpoke to ſuch a 
fine thing as either in my whole Life I'm down 
right aſleep o'fudden———1 muſt fall back, and glad 
it is my Place to do ſo: Yet I can get you Intelligence 
perhaps————7T' to the Footman. 
. Book. Do you think he'll tel | 
© Lat. He would not to vou perhaps but to a: 
Brother Footman Do but liſten at the Entrance 
of the Mall at Noon, and you'll have all the Ladies. 
Characters in Toun among the Lacqueys— You: 
know all Fame begins from our Domeſticks ———— 
F. Bock. That was a wiſe Man's Obſervation - 
Follow * and know what = can, [Exit Wen. , 


—_— 


* nter Penelope, Victoria, Simon 8 * 
Pen. A Walk round would be too much for u... 
we'll keep the Mall But to our Talk — I muſt 
confeſs I. have Terrors when I think of marrying 
Lowemzre : He is indeed a Man of an honeſt. Cha- 
racter he has my good Opinion, but Love does 
not always follow that He is ſo wiſe a Fellow, 
always ſo preciſely in the Right, ſo obſerving and: 
ſo jealous he's blameleſs indeed, but not to be 
commended: What good he has, has no Grace AY 
rt. 8 


- 


wo * 
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he's one of thoſe who's never highly mov'd, except 
to Anger= ive me a Man that has agreeable 


Faults, rather than offenſive Virtues, 

Via. Offenſive Virtues, Madam 

Pen. Yes, I don't know how=—there's a ſort 
of Virtue, or Prudence, or what you'll call it, that 
wg can but juſt approve That does not win us 
Lovemore wants that Fire that Converſation-Spirit 
I would have: They, fay he's learn'd as well as: 
diſcreet, but I'm no Judge of that: I'm ſure he's no 
Woman's Scholar ; his Wiſdom he ſhould turn into 
Wit, and his Learning into Poetry or Humour. 

Viz. Well, I'm not ſo. much of your Mind, I like 
a ſober Paſſion. 

Pen. A ſober Paſſion ! you took me up in how 
when I ſaid an offenſive Virtue———Bleſs me 

[Stumbling almoſt to a Fall. 

T. Book, [Catching ber.] How much am I indebted 
wo an Accident, that favours me with an Occaſion of 
this ſmall Service ! for 'tis to me an Happineſs beyond: 
Expreſſion thus to kiſs your Hand.. 

Pen. The Occaſion, methinks, is not ſo obliging, 
nor the Happineſs you mention, worth that Name, Sir. 

T. Book. Tis true, Madam, I owe it all to Fortune, 
neither your Kindneſs nor my Induſtry had any ſhare 
in't; Thus am I ftill as wretched as I was, for this 
Happineſs I ſo much prize had doubtleſs been refus'd 
my want of Merit. 

Pen. T has very ſoon, you ſee, loſt What 
valued in it: But I find you and I, Sir, have a diffe- 
rent Senſe; for in my Opinion we enjoy with moſt 
Pleaſure, what we attain with leaſt Merit Merit 
is a Claim, and may pretend juſtly to Favour ; when 
without it what's conferr'd is more unexpected, and 
therefore more pleaſing. 

Y. Book. You talk very well, Madam, of an Happi- 
neſs you can't poſſibly be acquainted with, the enjoy- 
ing without Deſert. But indeed you have done me a 
very ſingular good Office, in letting me know W 


wy much We for Felicity. | 
2 
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to ſay what you Pleas' d on that occaffon 


* 


Vit. I ſwear he's a very pretty Fellow, and how 
readily the Thing talks I begin to pity Lovemore, 
batt begin to hate Penelope. How he looks! he 
looks at her ! 

T. Book: But judge, Madam, what the condition of 
2 paſſionate Man muſt be, that can approach the Hand 
only of her he dies for, when her Heart is inacceſſible 

Pen. "Tis very well the Heart lies not ſo eaſily to be 
ſeized as the Hand 1 find Pray, Sir — 1 don't 
know what there is in this very odd Fellow, I'm not 

angry, tho' he's downright rude. But I muſt— 

T. Book. Bat your Heart, Madam, your Heart 

** Ve [Prefingh. 
le You ſeem'd, Sir, 1 muſt confeſs, to have 
thewn'a'ready Civilny when P& like to fall juſt now, 
for which I coud not but thank you, and permit you 
But your 
Heart, Madam! tis a ſure Sign, Sir, you know not 
me Or if you are —— indeed, you ſeem —— 
a. Gentleman ſure you forget yourſelf, or ra- 
ther you talk by Memory, — Cant which you 
miſtake for ſomething that's 

Z. Book. Madam, I very Trumbly beg your Pardon, 
1 L preſs d too far, and — Il forgot in- 
deed that I broke through Decencies, and that tho* you 


have been long a Familiar to me, I am a Stranger to 


Pen. Pray, familiar Stranger, what can you'mean* 
I never ſaw you before this inſtant, nor you me, I 
believe. | 

FH. Book. Perhaps not that you know of, Madam, — 
For your Humility, it ſeems, makes you ſo little ſen- 
ſible of your own Perfection, that you o'erlook your 
Conqueſt; nor have you eier obſerv d me; tho? I ho- 
ver Day and Night about your Lodging, haunt you 
from” Place to Place, at Balls, in the Park, at 
Church l gave you all the Serenades you've had, 

never till this Minute cou'd I find you, Fro this 
an unfortunate one But this is ee — 4 

Luck, when I'm —— als * 
x I | , is 


Pen. Prnvver read News 


with the renowned Prinee Eugene, 
fly into Holland for a Duel with that rough Captain of 


* 
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Jig. You've travel'dthen, and ſeen the Wars, Sir? 

. Book. I-—— Madam—I—All that I know of the 
matter is, that Leawis the Fourteenth mortally hates me. 
They talk of French Gold = What Heaps have I 
refund vet to be generous even to an Enemy, I muſt 
allow that Prince has Reaſon for his Raneour to me. 
There has not been a Skirmiſh, Siege, or Battle ſinee 
I' bore Arms, I made not one in: No, nor the leaſt 
Advantage got o'the Enemy but I had my Share, tho 


perhaps not all my Share o'th' Glory. Vou've ſeen 


my Name, tho you? don't know" it, often in the 
Gazette. 


| |  Buter Latine. 
Lat. What Tales he telling now, tro? 

Y. Book. You've never heard, L ſuppoſe, of ſach 
Names as Nuremomd, Kogſerwawr;: and Liege: Nor 
read of an Enghſs Gentleman leſt dead by his Preti+ 
3 upon a at Venlo I was thought 
o indeed, when the firſt Accounticame away 
Every Man has his Failings—Raſhneſs is my Fault. 
Lar. Don't you remember a certain Place call'd O- 
ford among your Towns, Sir? | 

Y. Book. Shaw, — ob I beg 

your pardon, Ladies! this Fellow- knows I was ſhot 
in my leſt Arm, and r net. ee yet 
will ſtill be ruſhir g on me. 

Lai. He has a Lye, I think, in every joint. Egan, 
Pen. Do you bear any Commiſſion, Sir? 

Y. Boot. There's an Intimate of mine, a General 
Officer who has often ſaid Tom, if thou would'ſt 
but ſtick to. any one Application; thou might'ſt be 
any thing Tis my Misfortune, Madam, to have a 
Mind too extenſive. I began laſt Summer 5 Campaign 
but was forc'd to: 


the Hufſars, Paul Diaci They talk of a Regiment 
for me But thoſe Things beſides it will 


> a 
ere · 
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where · e er ſhe's buſieſt, but muſt be confined to one 
Nation— When indeed "tis rather my way of 
ſerving with ſuch of our Allies as moſt want me. 

Pen. But I fee you Soldiers never enjoy ſuch a thing 
as Reſt You but come home in Winter to turn 
your Valour on the Ladies, tis but juſt a change of 
your Warfare. 

Y. Book. I had immediately return'd to Holland, but 
your Beauties at my Arrival here diſarm'ꝗ me Madam, 
made me a Man of Peace, or rais'd a Civil War * 
me rather Vou took me Priſoner at firſt fight, and 
to your Charms I yielded up an Heart, till then uncon- 
quer'd. Martial Delights (once beſt and deareſt to 
me) vaniſh'd before you in a Moment, and all my 
Thoughts grew bent to pleaſe and ſerve you. 

— — Lovemore's in the Walk, Madam, he'll be in 
a Fit. 

F. Book. Rob me o'th' ſudden thus of all my Hap- 
pinefs ! Vet &er you quite forſake me, authorize my 
if Paſhen, licence my innocent Flames, and give me 
bl leave to love ſuch — Sweetneſs. 

0 Pen. He that will love, and knows What tis to love, 
is - Will aſk no Leave of any but himſelf. - [Ex. Ladies, 
ar Y. Book. Follow em, Tack. | 

| Lat. I know as much of 'em already as needs. The 
| Footman was in his talking Vein—The handſomer of 


the two, ſays he, I ſerve, and ſhe lives i in the Garden. 
. Book. What Garden? ay tt 
Lat. Covint-Gardzn : The other lies there too, I 
il | did not ſtay to aſk her Name, but I ſhall. meet him 
th again, I took particular notice of the Livery, 
401 Y.. Book. Ne'er trouble thyſelt to. know which is 
14 which, dee my good Genius tell me, tis 
ſhe, that pretty ſhe I talk d to. 
1 Lat. If, with reſpe& to your Worſhip's Opinion, 
. I might preſume to be of a contrary ee I ſhould 
think the other the handfomer now, 
7. Book. What the dumb Thing! the Piture—No, 
i | Love is che Union of Minds, and ſhe that engages 
| | mine mum able to expreſs her own. Ry 
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I ſuppoſe ſome ſcolding Landlady has made you thus 
enamour'd with Silence. But here are two o' the dear- 


eſt of my old Comrades, they ſeem amaz d at lome- 


thing by their Action. 


5 "0. | Enter Lovemore nd Frederick. 
Fred. How! a Collation on the Water, and Muſick | 
? 
5 Yes, Muſick and à Collation. 


Fred. Laſt Night? 


Love. Laſt Night too. 
Fred. An handſome Treat? 


Aer. A very noble one. 


Fred. Who gave it? 
Lowe. That I'm yet to learn. 
Y. Book, How happy am I to meet you TR, 
Lowe. When I embrace you thus no Happineſs 
tan equal mine. |  [Saluting, 
Y. Book, I thruſt myſelf intrudingly upon you 3 but 


you'll pardon a Man o'erjoy'd to ſee you. 


Love. Where you're always -Weicomey you never 


can intrude. 


Y. Book. What were you talking of ? 
Love. Of an Entertainment. 
T. Book. Given by ſome Lover? 
Love. As we ſuppoſe. 

J. Book. That Circumſtance deſerves my Curioſity 3 


pray go on, and let me ſhare the Story. 


Love. Some Ladies had the Fiddles laſt Night. 
Y. Book. Upon the Water too methought you wes ? 
Lowe. Yes, *twas upon the Water. 
Y. Book. Water often feeds the Flame, 
Love. Sometimes. 
T. Book. And by Night too? 
Love. Ves, laſt Night. 
Y. Book. He choſe his time we The Lady 
is handſome ?- 
Lowe. In moſt Mens Eyes he i 18. 
Y. Book. And the Muſick? , 


Ya Lowe, Good, as we hear. 


4 X » 
* A AI.” 
——— — 


* S _— 
- —— — A 2 — * 
= 4. 
— 7 5 A 


axis. — A — 
— al 

— — U— yet —— 
% 


0 1 AC CASES. 


\ : : — 
— 2 — — — 
- — — 


wn 
— \ 


about receiving ſome Women of Quality 


„ o 
* 
„ 
4h 
- 
1 
F \ 
l 
* 
"HK 
91 
* 
; 
5 | 
& | 
* 
9 
3 
11 
13 
14 
. 
bit 
= 
1 
ii 
3fY 
bs by © 
1 
3 
ws 
TH 
. 
1911 
* 
9 
th 


— TEES 
— 


— d. 
$4 - — r 

—— — en, 
- 


22 Te Lyino Lover :! or, 


Book. Same Banquet follow'd ?' | © 
Love. A ſumptuous one, they ſay. 
T. Book. e of you al this while kn 
who gave this Treat? ha, ha. - 
Love. D'ye laugh at it? 
T. Book. How ea Thu, 40 fr von thus wir 
a ſlight Divertiſement I -gave:myſelf? 
- Love. You? | 
Y. Book. Ein 1 
Love. Why, have awed? 


- 


T. Book. I ſhould be ſorry elſe 3. ve been in TW] 


this Month or more, though for ſome Reaſons I appear 
but a little yet by Day. .Þ::th' dark-o'th* Evening +» 
peep out, and incognito make ſome Viſits. Thus has 


I ſpent my time but ill, were not — 


Lat. Do you know What you ſay, Sir? Don's 
Ay it on ſo thick  ———— 

T. Botk. Nay, you muſt be ſure to: take care to be 
an the way as ſoon as they land, to ſnew up Stairs — L 
beg Pardon, I; was giving my Fellow ſome. Directions 
that ſup with 
me to-night inc But ut you're my R__ Friends, 
and ſhall hear;all- 

Fred. to Love. How luckily. your Rival diſcovers 


Himſelf. 


Y. Book. Link dams and the faireſt bert fr 
my Company; the other four, I fill'd with Muſick o 


all forts, and of ll. ſorto che beſt 3 in-the-firſt were 


Fiddles, in the next Theorbo, Lutes, and Voices. 
Hlutes and ſuch Paſtoral Inſtruments i' th third. 
Loud Muck from the fourth did pere the Air. 
Each Conſort vy'd by turns, 
Which with moſt Melody ſhou'd charm our Ears. 
The fifth the largeſt of Em all, was neatly hung, 
Not with dull Tapeſtry, but with green Boughs, 
_<Cunioſfity-interlac'd to let in Air, 
And every Branch with — * Orange 
Poſies deck d. 
In this the Feaſt was kept. 


Hicher with —_— Ladies Lled her whoſe Banuty 


ti cm ak r 


hem . 
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alone governs my Deſtiny. Supper was ſerv'd ap 

ſtraight; I will not trouble you with our Bill of Fare, 
what Diſhes were beſt lik d, what Sauces moſt com- 
mended; tis enough I tell you this delicious Feaſt was 
of ſix Courſes, twelve Diſhes to a Courſe. 

Lat. That's indeed enough of all Conſcience. ¶ Hide. 

Lee. Qh the Torture of Jealouſy ! [ Aſide.] But. 
Sir, how ſeem'd the Lady to receive this Entertain 
ment? We muſt know that. 

T. Book. Oh !| that was the height 0n'6-— She, I 
warrant you, was quite negligent of all this matter. 
Vou know their way. They muſt not ſeem to like — 
No, I warrant it wou'd not. A much as ſmile: to male 
the Fellow valo, and believe he had Power to move 
Delight in her———ha, | ha! 

. Love. But how then? 

'Y. Book. Why - you» muſt:know my „Honour fork 
Poetick— I pull'd off my -Sword-knot, and with.that 
bound up a Coronet of Ivy, Laurel, and Flowers 3 with 
that round my Temples, and a Plate of richeſt Fruits 
in my Hand, on one Knee I preſented her with it 2s 
a Cornucopia, an Offering from her humble Swain of 
all his Harveſt—to her the Ceres of our genial Feaft, 
and rural Mirth She fmild——the Ladies clapp'd 
their Hands, and all our Muſick. truck ſympathetick 
Rapture at my Happineſs ;- while gentle Winds, the 

River, Air, — Shore echo d the Harmony in Notes | 
more ſoft than they receiv'd it. Methought all. Na- 
ture ſeem'd to die for Love like me. To all my Heart 
and every Pulſe beat time Oh the Pleaſures of ſucceſs- 
ful Love ! ha, Leuemore] ha ! What, haſt thou got a 
Office lately——Y ou're- afraid I ſhould — 
Requeſt. Pr'ythee ben't ſo ſhy, I have nothing 
to aſk but of my Miſtreſs; what's the matter? | 
Love. I only attend, Sir, I only attend 
7. Book. Then Il go on. As ſoon as we had ſupp'd 
the Fireworks play d. Squibs of all ſorts were dart- 
ed through the Skies, . whoſe ſpreading Fires made © 
new ; Day. A flaming Deluge ſeem d to fall from 
Heaven, and with ſuch Ve the Waves, 
you 


— 
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vou wou'd have thought the fiery, Element had left his 
Sphere, to ruin his moiſt Enemy. Their conteſt done, 


we landed, danc'd till Day, which haſty So / diſturbed 
us with too ſoon. Had he ta'en our Advice, or fear'd 


my Anger, he t in Thetis's La ve ſlept as long 


as at Alemena s r he's r But ſteering not 
as we 'wou'd have b he put a Period to our 
envy'd Mirth. 


Love. Truſt me, you tell us Wonders, and with a 
Grace as rare as the Feaſt itſelf, which all our _ 
mer's Mirth can't equal. 
T. Book. My Miſtreſs took me o'th' - 
— not a Day's Warning. 

Love. The Treat was coſtly tho and finely order d. 

Y. Book. I was forc'd to take up with this Trifle. - 
He that wants time can't do as he would. 
Tove. Farewel, we ſhall meet again at more leiſure. 
T. Book. Number me among your Creatures. 
Tove. Oh Jealouſy ! thou Rack, Jealouſy! 

Freed. What Reaſon have you to feel it ? the Cir- 

cumſtances of the Feaſt nothing agree 

Tove. In this Time and Place they do! the reſt is 
nothing. TEx. Fred. and Love. 

Lat. May I ſpeak now, Sir, without Offence ? 

T. Book. Tis in your Choice now to ſpeak or not, 

but before Company you'll ſpoil all. 

Tat. Do you walk abroad and talk in your Sleep? or 

do you uſe to tell your Dreams for current Truth? 

F. Book. Dull Brain! | 
Lat. Why you beat out mine with your Battles, your 

'Fire-works, your Mufick, and your Feaſts, You've 
E found an excellent way to go to your Wars, and yet 

keep out of Danger Then you feaſt your Miſtreſſes at 

the cheapeſt rate that e er I knew ! Why d'ye make 
dem believe you ha' been here theſe ſix Weeks? 

T. Book. My Paſſion has the more Growth, and I 
"the better Ground to make Love. 
Lat. You'd make one believe fine things, that wou'd 

1198 but hearken to you—But this m_y er have 

i -Jound * ꝗꝗ— Sher 


1 


I. Book. 
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V. Book, Some Acquaintance I have got however; this 
* making Love, Scholar, and at the beſt Rate too. 
Lat. To ſpeak Truth, I'm hardly come to myſelf 
ens your great Supper lies on my Stomach ſtill- I 
defy Pontack to have prepar'd a better o'thꝰ ſudden. 
Your enchanted Caſtles, where Strangers found ſtrange 
Tables ſtrangely furniſh'd. with ſtrange Cates, were but 
ſix-penny Ordinaries to the fifth Barge ! you were an 
excellent Man to write Romances, for having Feaſts 
and Battles at Command, your 2zixot in a Trice: 
wou'd over- run the World; revelling and 
coſt you nothing; then you vary your Scene with ſo 
much eaſe, and ſhift from das to up with . ſuch 
Facility —— 


| 23. Book. I love thus" e n a Neus· monger 


and as ſoon as I-perceive a Fellow thinks his Story will 
ſupprize -I choke him with a ſtranger, and ſtop his 
Mouth with an «extempore Wonder: Didit thou but 
know what a Pleaſure tis to cram their own News 
down their Throats again ? 

Lat. Tis fine, but may prove dangerous Sport, and 
may involve us in a Peck of Troubles: Pr'ythee, Tom, 
conſider chat Jam of quality to be Eick'd or can'd by 
— — 

Y. Boot. Huſh, huſh, call it not Lying; as · for 


my waging War, it is but juſt I ſnatch and ſteal from 


Fortune that Fame which ſhe denies me Opportunity 
to deſerve My Father has cramp'd me in a 
College, while all the World has been in Action, 
Then as to my lying to my Miſtreſs, tis but what all 
the Lovers upon Earth do, — Call it not then by that 
coarſe Name a Lye. Tis Wit, *tis Fable, Allegory, 
Fiction, Hyperbole. or be it what you call it, 
the World's made up almoſt of nothing elſe. What 
are all the grave Faces you meet in.publick ? mere 


Hlent Lyes, dark folemn Fronts, by which they wou'd 


diſguiſe vain empty ſilly Noddles, But after all, 
to be ſerious, ſince I am reſolv'd honeſtly to love, I 


don't care how artfully I obtain the Woman I pitch 


upon. — Beſides, did you ever know any of them 
L acknow⸗ 
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acknowledged they lov'd as ſoon as they lov'd— Ne 
they'll let a Man dwell upon his Knees—whom-they 
languiſh-to receive into- their Arms—They're no fair 
Ur ee IND. tis but juſt, that 


be eater condemns nada 
And learn avith Gallantry to hide Defign. [Exeunt. 


ACT Il. SCENE I 
Enter Old Bookwit, Penelope, and Lettice. * 


0. B. Iſtreſs Penelope, I have your Father's | 


Leave to wait upon you, Madam, and 
talk to you this Morning ; nay, to talk to you of 
Marriage. 

Pen. To talk to me of Mariage, Sir ? 

O. Bookwit. Ves, Madam, in behalf of my Son 
Tom Bookwit. 

Pen. Nay, there may perhaps be ſomething ſaid to 
that. LAlaat. 

O. Book. I ſent for him from Oxford with that De- 
fſign, he came to Town but Veſterday; and if a Fa- 
ther can judge, he brings from a College the Mien and 
Air of a Court 1 love my Son entirely, and 
hope, Madam, you take my Thoughts as to e 
be no want of Reſpect to you. 

Pen. Twere want of Senſe, Sir, to do that. 

0. -Book. If I can remember my Style to my Mi- 
ſtreſs of old, I'll eaſe Tom's way, and raiſe her Ex- 
1 of my Son. [ Aſide.] Madam, Had I my 
| , my Feather, Pantaloons, and Jerkin on, as when 

I-woo'd' your humble Servant's Mother, I would deli- 
ver you his Errand., I married her juſt ſuch a young 

— og 
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thing as you : her Complexion was charming, but not 
indeed with all your Sweetneſs. 

Pen. Oh ! Sir! 

O. Book. Her Neck and Boſom were the ſofteſt 
Pillows, her -Shape was not of that nice ſort ; ſome 
young g Women ſuffer in Shapes of their Mother's ma- 

ing, by ſpare Diet, ſtrait Lacing, and - conſtant 
Chiding. But 'twas the Work of Nature, free, un- 
conſtrain'd, healthy and But her Charms had not 
all that Emanation which yours have. 

Pen. Oh he! fie! 

O. Bock. Not thoſe thouſand thouſand Graces, that 
ſoft Army of Loves and Zephyrs, Millions of airy 
Beings that attend around you, and appear only to the 
ſecond Sight of Lovers. 

Pen. O fie! Pray, good Sir, you'll leave caching 
for your Son to ſay. 

O0. Book. I did not think I had ſuch a Memory, I 
find the Women are now certainly Daughters of the 
Women before em. Flattery ſtill does it. [Aids.] 
Tom is my only Son, and I extremely deſire to have 
him ſettled. I own I think him of much Merit. 

Per. He would derogate from his Birth, were he 
not much'a Gentleman. But to receive a Man in the 
Character of a Pretender at firſt Sight 

O. Book. I'll walk him by and by before your Win- 
dow, where your own Eyes ſhall judge- I think 
there's _— above his Pretences but yourſelf ; but 
when one of ſo many excellent Qualities beſtows her- 
ſelf, it muſt be condeſcenſion. Vou ſhall not anſwer— 
Farewel, Daughter : 1 are but too apt to believe 


what we wiſh —— [Exit O. Book. 
Pen. Tis as you ſaid, Lettice, Old Bookwit came to 
propoſe his Son. 


Lett. I overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt 
Night. But, Madam, you han't heard the Song 
that was made on you————Oh 'tis mighty pretty. 
The Gentleman is dying for you, he lays it, pure 
pure Verſes. 


B 2 | Pen, 
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Pen. Whoever writ em, he's not the firſt Poet I 
have made. They may talk, and ſay Nature makes a 
Poet, but I fay Love makes a Poet. Don't you ſee 
Elder Brothers, who are by Nature born above Wit, 
mall fall in Love, and write Verſes nay, and 
pretty good ones, conſidering they can tag em to Set- 
tlements: But let's ſee. 


To CELTA” s Spinet. 


e Hou ft Machine that doſt her Hands . | 
Tell her my Grief in thy harmonious Lay. 


Poor Man 
To ſhun my Mean to thee ſhell fly. 
To her Touch be ſure reply, 
Ana, if ſhe removes it, die. 
The Device is juſt and truly poetical. 
Mao thy Bliſs—A\y, ay, there I come in. 
Nuo thy Bliſs, with Rapture ſhake, 
Tremble o'er all thy numerous Make ; 
Speak in melting Sounds my T ears, 
Speak-my Joys, my Hopes, my Fears. 
Which all depend upon me. 
Thus force her, when from me ſhe'd fy, 
By her own Hand, like me, to die. 


Well, certainly nothing touches the Heart of Woman 
ſo much as Poetry. I ſuppoſe the Maſter is in the 
next Room, 'tis his Hour, defire him to walk in. 
Tuin make one's Ears tingle, a Song o' one's Self! 
| {Here the Song is perform'd to a Spinet. 
Well, doſt think, Lettice, my grave Lover writ this 
fine thing ſay | thou ? 

Lett. No, Madam, 
thoſe they are ſure of. 

Pen. Sure of me! the Infolent ! 

Lett. Nay, I know no more than that he ſaid he'd 
turn me away as ſoon as he had married you. 

Pen. Tis like enough. That's the common 
Practice of your * headed Fellows. Well, I 


nobody writes Songs on 


have 
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have a good mind to dreſs myſelf anew, put on my 
beſt 4 and ſend for him to diſmiſs him 
know he loves me. 5 

Lett. I never knew him bew! it but by his Jealouſy. 

Pen. As you fay, a jealous Fellow love? — tis all 
Miſtake, tis only for himſelf he has Deſires ;- nor 
cares what the —— of his Wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he him- 
ſelf has Satisfaction No, he has a Gluttony, an 
Hunger for me. 

Lett. An Hunger for you! I proteſt, Madam, if 
you'd let me be his Cook, and make you ready, I'd 
poiſon him. But I'm glad Simon diſobey d you, and 
told the Gentleman s Servant who you were, 
your Lodging 

Pen. Did the Rogue do ſo ?——Call him hither. 

Lett. Simon, why Simon. | 


Enter Simon. 7 

Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt turn you off, you 
ſaucy F ellow, don't ſtand flaring and dodging with 
your Feet, and wearing out your Livery Hat with 
ſqueezing for an Excuſe, but anſwer me, and that 
preſently. 

Sim, I will, Madam, as ſoon as you aſk me 4 
Queſtion. 

Pen. Not afore them Mr. Pert, Don't yon 
know. you told the Gentleman's Footman 'in the 
Park who I was, againſt my conſtant Order, when 
I walk early. Come, 'Sirrah, tell all that paſs'd be- 
tween you. 5 

Sim. Why, Madam, the Gentleman s Gentleman 
came up to me very civilly, and ſaid his Maſter was 
in Diſcourſe with my Lady he ſuppos'd Then he 
fell into Talk about Vails about Profits in a 
Service ; at laſt after a oy of civil Diſcourſe between 
us | 


Pen. Come, without this Preamble, what he 
aſk'd you, Impertinence,— tell that, do | 
Sim. He aſk'd about you, and Madam Viaeria.— 

I ſaid, the handſomeſt of the two is my Lady. 


B 3 Pen. 
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" Pin. Speak on boldly, Simon; Tam never angry at 


| a Servant that ſpeals Trath 


Sim. He told me he ſhould be very proud of my 
Acquaintance : Indeed, Madam, the Man was very 
well-ſpoken, and ſhow'd a great deal of Reſpect for 
me, on your Ladyſhip's Account —— He is a mighty 
well- ſpoken Man, and faid, he found I was a ſmart 


Gentleman ſaid he'd come again. 


Pen. Go, you have done your Buſineſs. 


So down. Exit. 


Lett. Well, after all, Madam, I did not think that 


_ Gentleman diſpleas'd you. 


Pen. Had but Young Bookevir his Mien and Conver- 
tion, how eaſily would he exclude Lowemors / 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Mr. Lovemore is coming up, Madam. 
Pen. He has not heard ſure of thi this new Propoſal. 
Lett. Tis poſſible he may, and come to rant or 


upbraid your Ladyſhip; I wonder you endure him 


on theſe Occaſions. 
Per. I'll rack his very Heart-ſtrings. He ſhall know 
all that Man cer ſuffer'd for his native Miſtreſs, 


Woman. 


Lett. His Father, Madam, bas been ſo long com- 
ing out of Suffolk. There are ſtrange Tricks in 
the World, but tis not my Place to ſpeak 

Pen. However, his Father may come at laſt; I will 
not wholly loſe him; as bad as he is, he's better than 


uo Huſband at all Stay in the Room, I'll talk to 
you as if he were not preſent—— 


5 Enter Lovemore. 
7 "Ah ! Penelope! Inconfſtant! gckle Pene- 


* But, Lettice, you don't tell me what the Gen- 


tleman faid ; e "cut fi run nat ee 


| Lowe. Now there's nobody here: Then I 


am a Thing an Utenfil———- am no body, I have 
| N no 
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no Eſſence that J am ſenſible of I think twill be 
fo ſoon——— This Ingrate,——this Perjur'd ! 

Pen. Tell me, I fay—— how the d Match happened 
to break off ? 

Tode. This is downright Abuſe What! don't 
you ſee me, Madam? 

Lett. He had the Folly, upon her being common- 
ly civil to him, to talk of directing her Affairs before 
his time: In the firſt place, he thought it but neceſſa- 
ry hey Maid, her faithful Servant Mrs. Betty, ſhould 
be remov'd. 

Love, Her faithful. Servant, Mrs. Betty / Her 
Betrayer, Her Whiſperer, Mrs. . 
wou'd you but hear me——1 will be heard 

Pen. Pr'ythee ſtep, Lertice, and fee what Noiſe is 
that without. 

Leue. The Noiſe hes, Madam; tis I that make 
what you call Noiſe——'Tis I that claim aloud my 
Right, and ſpeak to all the World the Wrongs I 
ſuffer. N | 
Pen. Cooling Herbs well ſteep'd——a good Ano- 
dyne at Night, made of the Juice of Hellebore, with 
very thin Diet, may be of Uſe in theſe Caſes. 

[ Both looking at him as di 


fhurb'd. 
Love. Caſes! —— What Cafes? I ſhall downright | 
run mad with this damn'd Uſage. Am I a Jeſt? 
Lett, A Jeſt!——no Faith, this is far from a mer- 
ry Madneſs Ha! ha had tes 
Love. Hark'e Lettic I'll downright box you—- 
Hold your Tongue, Gipſ ——— 
Lett. Dear Madam, ſave me—Go you to him— 
Pen. Let him take you Bleſs me—— how he 
ſtares, -take her. 
| 5 — 5 — c Running round each other. 


Love. Very fine —No, Madam, your Gal- 


lant, your-Spark la Night; your fine- Dancer, En- 

tertainer, ſhall take you——He that was your Swain, 

and you, I warrant, "a fantaftick Ny mph of the Flood, 

or Foreſts — . 
| 4 
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2 young Fellow : —Oh! that makes you change 
your Countenance, does it ſo ? — Fine Lady You 
wonder how I came to know why chuſe a 


diſcreeter the next time — he told me all — 
8woon — die for Shame at hearing of theſe Wend— 


0 — 


Hen. I am indeed downright aſhamed for him that 
{peaks em; whence this Inſolence, if not from utter 
Diſtraction, under this Roof? 

Love. Oh! the Ingrate! Have not I, Ma: 
dam, two long Years, two Ages, with humbleſt Re- 
lignation depended on your Smiles; and ſhall I ſuffer 
ane of Veſterday s ts treat you, to dance all 


Night with you ? 


Per. Speak ſoft! y——my F ather's coming down. 

Love. Thy Father's coming down! faithleſs !—— 
Thou haſt no Father. But to croſs me by Night op. 
on the Water! 
Pen. Well, by N icht upon che Water 
What then? 

| Love. Yes, all Night; 

Den. What of that? 

Love. Without Bluſhing when you: hear of it? 

Pen. Bluſh for what What do you drive at ? 
Tove. Can you then coldly aſk what tis I mean, 
thou Reveller, thou Rambler ; a fine young Lady with 
7 Midnight Frolicks ! But what do I pretend to? — 

know not how with bended Knees to call you Ceres, 

wake you an Offering of Summer Fruits, and 
deify your Vanity ? —— Thou art no Goddeſs, 
thou'rt a very Woman, with all the Guile——Your 
Barges! your Treats ! your Fireworks! 

Pen. What means the Inſolent! 
inſufferable. 
Love. Oh Penelope! that Look, that diſdainful 
Look has pierc'd my Soul, and ebb'd my Rage to 
Penitence and Sorrow 1 own my F a 
I'm too-raſh — 
Pen. Th'ima nary Enemies you raiſe are but mere 
Forms of your ur kl Brain —ſo 1 think, and ſcorn 


Lou grow 


em 
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dem. A diffident, an humourous, and ungenerous Man, 
who without grounds calls me Inconſtant, ſhall ſurely 
find me ſo : She will be very happy that takes a con- 
ſtant Man with twenty thouſand Humours, 

Lowe. Is it a Fault my Life's bound up in thee, 

That all my Powers change with thy Looks, 
That my Eyes glote on thee when thou'rt preſent, 
And ake and roll for Light when thou'rt abſent? . 

Pen. A little-ill Uſage, I ſee, improves a Lover 
ſtrangely ; I never heard him ſpeak ſo well in my Life 
before. | . [Afide, 

Lowe. Of you I am not jealous :' | 
"Tis my own Indeſert that gives me Fear, 

And Tenderneſs forms Dangers where they're not: 

I doubt and envy all things that approach thee ; 

Not a fond Mother of a long-wiſh'd-for only Child be- 
holds with ſuch kind Terrors her infant Off-ſpring as E. 
do her I love. She thinks its Food, if ſhe's not by, 
unwholſome ; and all the ambient Air made up of Fe- 

vers and of Quartan Agues, except ſhe ſhrouds it in her 
Arms Such is my unpitied anxious Care for 
you; and can I ſee another- — 

Pen. What other? | 

Love. Nay, if you make a Secret of your Meet- 
ing——there's all that I ſuſpe& in't Another? 
Young Bookawit is another ; 

Pen. I never faw his Face——Young Bookwit ? 

Love. What! not tho' he ſollicited a Glance, with 
Symphonies of charming Note, with. ſumptuous- 
Diſhes ! Not when the flying Meteors from the 
Earth made a new Day! Not ſee him Oh! 
that was hard That was unkind: not one 
Look for all this Gallantry ! But Love is blind 
Vou can be all Night with the Son, all Day with the 
Father, and never ſee either — His Father was 
here this Morning; ſeek not to excuſe -I find 
your Arts, and ſee their Aim too 00, go, take 
your Bookawit, Forget your Lover, as he-now- 
mult you, | 
Feu. Hear but three Words. | 

B 5 ' Lowe, . 


— 
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and be Friends again 


© Love. What ſhall they be? 

Pen. Pr'ythee hear me. | 

Lobe. No, no, your F ather's down. 

Pen. He's not coming, nor can he overhear us. 
There's Time and Privacy enough to diſabuſe you. 
| Love. I'll hear nothing unleſs you will be married, 
unleſs you give me, as a preſent Eameſt of yourſelf, 


three Kiſſes, and your Word for ever. 


Pes. To give way to my Satisfaction then 
you wou'd, Mr. Love- 
more, have three Kifſſeg ———— 

Love. Three Kiſſes, your Faith and Hand. 

Pen. Nothing elſe ; will you be ſo contented ? 


Love. I'Il expect higher Terms, if you accept not 


theſe————Quiekly then. 

Pen. Well then- No, my Father's coming; 
ha! ha! ha! 
Tove. Laugh; at my uns! — flight my 
Anger. | 
Is this your baſe Requital of my Love? — 
Revenge, Revenge—T'l! print on thy Favourite in his 


Heart's Blood my Revenge. Our Swords—our Swords 
ſhall diſpute our Pretences, rather than he enjoy what 
my long Services entitle me to, which is to do myſelf 
right for what he intends an Injury; tho' perhaps what 
we ſhall diſpute for is better loſt. 

Pen. Mr. Lovemore, you have taken very great Li- 
berties; you ſay J have injur'd you in my Regard to 
another Is your Opinion then of what you ſay you. 


will difpate for, ſuch as you juſt now ſaid—better Tot ? 


Tove. Look you, Madam — ſo—— therefore—— 
as to that this is ſuch- for that it 
You don't conſider what you fad to me 
Pen. Ha! ha! ha. 
Tove. e er eee Mou ſhall re- 
pent this. [Flings out. 
Pen: This is all we have for't, a little — 
deforehand . Theſe are the Creatures that are 
born to rule us, who creep, who flatter, and ſervilely 


beſeech our Favour; which obtain d, they grow 
ſullen, 
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ſullen, proud and infolent ; pry into the Gift, the - 
Manner of beſtowing, with all the little, Arts th' un- 
. grateful uſe to-hide, or kill their Senſe and Conſcience 


of a Benefit key 
Lett. Ay, ay, Madam, tis ſo I had a Sweet- 
heart once, a Lady's Butler, to whom I gave a Lock 
of my Hair! and the Villain, when we quarrell'd, 
told me half of em were gray. D 
Pen. Ha! ha! ha! the Ingrate . the Faith- 
leſs, as Lowemore ſays oy 
Lett. And yet, Madam, the Rogue ſtole a Letter 
out of a Book to aſk me for it as my next Suitor 
found out. | | 
Pen. However, I am ſure 'tis in my Fate to be 
ſubject to one of them very ſuddenly. 
Lett. Ah! Madam! the Gentleman this Morn- 


in ; RN 
Pen. The Fellow's very well, and I am mightily 
miſtaken, if my Couſin Victoria did not think ſo— 


Lett. And fo do you heartily. IA. 
Pen. Yet I wiſh I had ſeen this young Booleuit be- 
fore Lowemere came to-day | 


Lett. I'll tell you how, Madam Victoria has 
ne'er a Lover, and is your entire Friend Now, 
Madam, ſuppoſe you got her to write a Letter to this 
young Gentleman in her own Name —— You 
meet him under that Name incognito; then if an Ac- 
cident ſhould happen, both you and ſhe may be ſafe, 
and puzzle the truth: you never writ to him, ſhe 
never met him 

Peu. A lucky Thought ſtep to her immediately 
I come to her, or ſhe to me. 

Lett. I fly, I fly [Exit. 

Pen. This is indeed a lucky hint of the Wench, in 
which I have another drift too- Now ſhall I fit 
my Friend Victoria, and perfectly underſtand whether 
ſhe likes that agreeable young Fellow ; for if her re- 
ferv'd Humour eaſily falls in with this deſign on 
Booykwit, the's certainly ſmitten” with the other, and 
fuſpects me to be fo too What is this dear, this 

„ | : ſudden 
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- ſudden Intruder Love, that Victoria s long and faithful 
Friendſhip, Lowemore's anxious and cohſtant Paſſion, 
both vaniſh before it in a Moment: Why are our 
Hearts ſo acceſſible at our Eyes '>——My Dear 


Enter Victoria. 

Vid. Dear Pen. I ran to you well, what is't ? 

Pen. Set Chairs, and the Bohea Tea, and leave us. 
[Exit Lett.] Dear Victoria you have always been my 
molt intimate Boſom - friend your wary Carriage and 
Circumſpection have often been a Safety againſt Er- 
rors to me I muſt confels it. lll her Tea. 

Vic. But, my Dear, why this Preface to me?—— 

To the Matter 

Pen. You know all that has paſs'd between me and 
Mr. Lowemore.. 

Vids. I have always approv'd him, and do now 
more than ever For tis not a Mien and Air, that 
makes that worthy Creature a kind Huſband : But— - 

Pen. True, but here was Old Bookwit this Morning, 
with my Father's Authority to talk to me of the Subject 
of Love. 

Vie. Nay, Madam, if ſo, and you can reſolve to 
obey your Father -I contend not for Lowemore 3 
tor tho" the young Men of this Age are ſo very vi- 
cious, ſo expenſive both on hes Health and For- 
tune 

Pen. How zealous ſhe is to put me out of her way ! 
Falſe-Creature! [ Aſide.] — But, my dear Friend, you 
don't take me—your Friendſhip out-runs my Explana- 
tion—— Twas for his Son at Oxford he came to me 
he. is to talk with him before the Door that L 
may view him by and by: - 

Vit. Nay, as one 4 obey their n wholl7 
I think a raw young Man that never ſaw the 
Town, 1s better than an old one that has run through 
all its Vices— J congratulate your good Fortune 
There's a great Eſtate — and he knofys nothing, 
zuſt come to Town —————- Lhe Furniture and the 
Horſe Cloths' will be all your own Device for the 

Wedding, 
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—— He knows no better 
Pen. But one ſhall be ſo long teaching a raw Crea - 
ture a Manner | 
Vic. Never let him have one——'twill make 1 
like himſelf, and think of making Advances elſe- 
where: You'd better have him a Booby How 
could I think of the old Fellow for you—Look you, 
Pen. old Age has its Infirmities, and tis a ſad Proſpe& 
for an - honeſt young Woman to be ſure of being a 
Nurſe, and never of being a Mother 
Pen. Oh! that I had but your Prudence! But, my 
Dear, I have a Requeſt to make to you, and that i is, 
that vou would write him an Aſſignation this Even- 
ing in the Park — I'll obey the Appointment, and con- 
verſe with him under that Diſgutſe! for the old Peo- 
ple will clap up a Match before I know any thing of 
the real Man— -And if one don't know one's 
Huſband, how can one manage ? that is to ſay, obey 


Vit. Oh! pray my Dear, do you think I don't un- 
derſtand Oh! and there's another thing ——— 
A Scholar makes the beſt Huſband in the World. 

Pen. Becauſe they are the moſt knowing pack 

Vit. No, becauſe. they are leaſt knowing But 
I'll go immediately and obey your Commands——1 
with you heartily well, my Dear, in this matter. 

[e. her. 

Pen. F thank you, D Eee don't doubt 
it indeed. 

Vict. Where are you going now, my Dear—Oh! 
fie! this is not like a Friend - Do I uſe you 
ſo, dear Madam ? | 

Pen. Nay, indeed Madam, I muſt wait on you 

Vict. Indeed you ſhan indeed you ſhan't. 

[ Pen.. follows, 

Pen. Well, Madam, will you promiſe then to be 
as free with me Thus does ſhe hope to work me 
out of my Lover, by being made my Conſidant 
But that Baſeneſs has been too faſhionable to paſs any 

More 
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more II have not truſted her the cunning 


Creature begin to hate her ſo ll never 
be a Minute from her. [Exit, 


Eater Old Bookwit, Voung Bookwit and Latine. 

O. Book. Well, Tom, where have: you ſaunter'd 
about fince I ſaw you? Is not the Town — 

creas'd fince you were in it ? 

Y. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not have dane! im- 
w- to have left Oxford; had I ſtay d a Year lon 

ey had builded to me. -— 
ye 4 Book. But I don't obſerve you affected wack 
with the Alterations Where have you been? 

Y. Book. No Faith, the New £xchange has taken up 
all my Curioſity. 

O. Book. Oh! but, Son, you muſt not go-to Places 
to ſtare at Women. Did you buy any thing ? a 
T. Book. Some Baubles But-my Choice was 
fo diſtracted among the pretty Merchants and their 
Dealers, I knew not where to run firſt One little 
kſping Rogue, Ribbandths, Gloveths, Tippeths—— 
Sir, cries another, will you buy a fine Sword-knot ! 
then a third pretty Voice and Curt'fie——-Does not 
your Lady want Hoods, Scarfs, fine green filk Stock- 
ings- I went by as if I had been in a Seraglio, 
a living Gallery of Beauties — ſtaring from ſide 
to fide! I bowing, they laughing ſo made my 
eſcape, and — your Son and Heir ſafe to you, 
through all theſe Darts and Glances — to which indeed 
my Breaſt is not impregnable — But I wonder 
whence I had this amorous Inclination 

O. Book. Whoever you had it from, Sirrah, 'tis 
your Bufineſs to correct it by fixing it upon a 
proper Object Bat, Tom, you know I am always 
glad to hear you talk with the Gaiety before me, that 
you do elſewhere———But I have now ſomething of 
- Conſequence (that ſudden ſerious Look was fo like 
me.) [Ffide.) What I am going to fay now, I tell 


you, is extraordinary 


F. Book, 
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.. Biel. L could not indeed help ſome ſeeming Ex- 
travagancies I have been forc'd to But 
O0. Bool. I do not grudge you your Expences, I 

was not going to ſpeak ont for I decay, and ſo do my 
Deſires, while yours grow ſtill upon you Therefore 
what may be ſpar d from mine, I heartily give you to 
ſupply yours Tis but the juſt order of thing 
I ſcorn to hoard what I only now can gaze at, while 
your Youth and Perſon want thoſe Entertainments you 
may become and taſte All your juſt Pleaſures 
are mine alſo-——>——In you my Youth and gayer Years 
methinks I feel repeated. 

Y. Book. Then what can give you, Sir, Uneaſineſs? 

O. Book, Your Aﬀectation of a Soldier's Dreſs makes 
me think you bent upon a dangerous, tho? noble 
Courſe That you'll expoſe a Life, that's dearer to 
your Father than yourſelf, to daily Hazards ; I there- 
fore have reſolved to ſettle thee, and choſen a : young 
Lady, witty, prudent, rich and fair « 

T. Book, Oh, Victoria | Aſide.] You cannot move 
too ſlowly in ſuch a Buſineſs. 

O. Book. Nay, 'tis no fudden thing —Her Father 
and I have been old Acquaintance, and I was ſo con- 
fident of her Worth, and your Compliance, that I 
can't with Honour diſengage myſelf. 

T. Bock. How, Sir | when Honour calls me to the 
Fil, where I may perpetuate your Name by ſome: 

rave 

O. Book, — may do it much better, Tom, at home 
by a brave Boy Come, come, it muſt be fo—_ ' 

J. Book. What ſhall I do for ſome Invention ? 

2 

O. Book. Let it be ſo, dear Tom, it muſt be ſo. 

Y. Book. What if it be impoſſible? 

O. Book. Impoſſible ! as how? 

: Y. Book. Upon my Knees I beg your * Gs 
am — 

O. Boot. What [ 

T. Book. At Oxford=—— 
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0. Book. What art thou at Oxford ? Riſe and tell 
me. 
Y. Book. Why [am married there, fince you needs 
muſt know. 

O. Book. Married without my Conſent! _ 

FT. Book. There was a force upon me; you'll eaſily 
get all annull'd if you defire it: It was the croſſeſt, 
moſt unhappy Accident Vet indeed ſhe is an 
excellent Creature 

Lat. How could he conceal this all this while from 
me ?—But I remember he us'd to be out of the College 
whole Nights we knew not where. 45 de. 


Penelope an Victoria at 1h; Window. | 
Pen. The very Man we met this Morning; and P 
employ my Rival to write to him ! how confidently ſhe 
ſtares at the Fellow, and obſerves his Action! 
Vie. Bitiy, do you ſee with- what Intent, and with 
what Fire in her Eyes Penelope gazes yonder ?—— But 
take you that Letter and give it when the old Gentle- 
man's gone — Goodneſs ! — how concern'd ſhe ſeems } 
Well, ſome Women !—— [Ex. Ladies from above. 

O. Book, Let that paſs, ſince the Buſineſs is irrevo- 
cable What is her Name? 

Y. Book. Matilda, and her Father's Newton. 

O. Book. They're Names I never heard before; 
but go on. 

T. Book. This Lady, Sir, I ſaw in a publick Af. 
fembly ; at the firſt fight ſhe made me hers for ever. 
From that inſtant I languiſh'd nor had vital Heat 
out of her preſence——The Sun to me ſhed Influence 
in vain He roſe and ſet both unobſerv'd, nor was 
to any living this human Life ſo much a, Dream as 
me: All this ſhe obſerv'd, but not untouch'd obſerv'd. 
She ſhew'd a noble Gratitude t'a noble. Paſſion :. Fa- 
vours I ſoon received, but ſeverely. modeſt ones. 
Lat. Oh! that's preſuppos'd,,you to be ſure wou'd 
ne'er defire any other. [ Aide. 

T. Bcok. We had contriv'd to meet o'Nights, 
The {ſweeteſt Hours of Love; and there was I 


One 
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One Evening 1 in her Lodging — Twas as I remember, 


Yes, twas on the ſecond of December. 
I bat's the very Night I was caught 
Lat. Tis ſtrange, a Fellow of his Wit to be tre- 

pan'd into a Marriage N [ {frde. 

Z. Book. Her Father ſupp'd#abroad that Night, 
which made us think ourſelves ſecure But coming 
home by Accident ſooner than we expected, we heard 
him at the Door——How did that Noiſe furprize us | 
She hid me behind the Bed, then lets him in. | 

O. oy [ tremble for the poor-young Lady 
Pray go o How did ſhe recover herſelf ? 

7 Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little Tales 
to divert him, and hide her Diſcompoſure——which 
he interrupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſud- 
denly to one propoſed to. him that Evening | 
This was to me Daggers. 

O. Book. But ſhe ! 

Y. Book. She by general Anſwers in that caſe ma- 
nag'd it ſo well, that he was going down, when in- 
ſtantly my Watch in my Pocket ftruck ten He 
turns him ſhort on his amazed Daughter, aſked where 
ſhe had it She cry'd her Couſin. Martha ſent it out 
of the Country to be mended for her He ſaid he 
would take care on't ; ſhe comes to me, but as I was 
giving it her, the String was ſo entangled in the Cock 
of a Piſtol I always had about me on thoſe Occa- 
ſions, that my haſte to diſengage it fir'd it off. 
my Miſtreſs ſwoons away The Father ran out, 
crying out Murder [ thought her dead, fear d his 
Return, which he ſoon did, with two boiſt'rous Rogues 
his Sons, and his whole Family of Servants = 
I wou'd have made my Eſcape, but they. oppos'd me 
with drawn Swords; I wounded. both; but a luſty 
Wench with a Fire-ſhovel at one Blow ſtruck down my 
Sword, and broke it all to pieces ———— _ 

O. Bool. But ftill the poor young Lady 

7. Book. Here was I ſeiz'd. Mean time Matilda 


wakes from her Trance beholding me held like 
a Ruffian, both her Brothers bleeding. She was re- 
| turning, 
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turning to it. What ſhould I do? I ſaw the hoary 

Father in the divided Sorrow, for his Sons Lives, and 
Daughter's Honour, of both which he thought me 
th* Invader She with pitying, dying and re- 
proaching Looks beſeech d me and taught me what 
IJow'd her conſtant BoVν,˖,Anſ -I yielded, Sir, Town, I 
vpvielded to the juſt Terror of their Family Reſentment, 
and to my Miſtreſs's more dreadful Upbraiding. Thus 
am I, Sir, the Martyr of an honeſt Paſſion 

©. Book. That I moſt blame is, that you conceal'd 
it from your belt Friend PII inſtantly to Pene- 
lope's Father, and make my Apology — ——He is my 
Friend [Exit. 

Lat. This Marriage ſtrangely ſurpriz'd me 
T. Book. Why, did you believe it too, as well as the 
old Gentleman? why then I m it excellently ——— 
Ha! ha! ha 

Lat. What, the Watch | —— 'The Piſtol ! 
— —— her pity ing, upbraiding Look ?: aſl 

imæra 

Y. Besk; Nothing but downright Wit, to keep my - 
ſelf ſafe for Victoria. 
Lat. May I deſire one Favour? 

T. Book. What can I deny thee, my Privado ? | 
; Lat. Only that you'd give me ſome little ſecret 

hint hen next you L—are going to be witty— 

But to jumble Particulars ſo readily ! tis impoſſible you 
cou'd, I believe, at the beginning of: your: Tale know 
the ending Ve. 
. Book. Theſe are Gifts, Child, mere Gifts ; tis 
not to be learnt — ol 
Humour, Wit, Invention, Preſence of Mind, Reten- 
Memory, Cireumſpection, &c. were to- 
| be attained by Induſtry— You muſt not hum, nor 
haw, nor bluſh for't p 

Lat. 1 here? 


| Betty Bar. 
Bee. May I.be ſo boid-a9-to crave the Liberty to 


aſk Name? 
TOY * — 


40 morregu Morning at ſix in Hyde-Park;, Lovemore. 
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Y. Bock. My bright Hand- maid, my little ſhe Ga- 
medi Thou charming Hebe You may aſk me 
my Name for I won't tell it yog—til you do 
becauſe I'd have the more words with you—_—r 

Bet. Are not you Mr. Bookwit ? | 

Y. Book. The very ſame, my Dear. 

Ber. There then——He's a mighty pretty Man. 

[Exit Betty. 

N Book. reading. v may wonder —Your Perſon, 
and Character — this E vening near Roſamond's Pond, on 
the other fide the Park. 

Oh the happineſs! What is become of the Girl — 
Oh! Latine! Latine! aſk me fifty Queſtions all at 
once! What ails me? Why this Joy ?—Who is this 
from Oh I could die methinks this moment, left there 
ſhould be in Fate ſome future Ill todaſh my preſent joy 
Why Tack, why doſt not aſk me what's the matter? 

Lat. If you'd but give me Leave 

Y. Book. No, do not ſpeak——Ler me talk al, I 
fain wou' d celebrate my Fair one's Praiſe, her every 
Beauty ! But the Mind's too full to utter any thing that 
is articulate, and will give way to nothing but mere 
Names and Interjections ——Ohl—— Victoria 
Victoria Victoria Oh my Victoria — Read there. 

Lat. Well, Jon this ſubſerib'd Victoria But ſtill 
Jam afraid of Miſtakes. 

T. Book, No — Knee? down and aſk Forgiveneſs — 
You don't believe that ſhe that wou'd not ſpeak to me 
wou'd write But after alt Raptures and 10S — 
ee ſtep after the Maid, learn what you can of 
RF Fortune, and ſo for Get Intereſt to be ad- 
mitted another time. [Exit Lat. 


Enter Frederick. 
Fred. Sir, your Servant. 
L. Book. Yours, Sir, have you Buſineſs with me? 
Fred. This Paper fpeaks it. 
Y. Book. reading. Of a Friend vou we made me your 
mortal Enemy—With your Sword I expect Satisfaction 


Da. 


— 
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Do you know the Contents of this Letter ? 

Fred. Yes, Sir, it is a Challenge from Lowemore. 
T. Book. Are you to be his Second? 

Fred. J offer d it, but he will meet you ſingle. 

Y. Book. The fewer the better Cheer. 

Fred. You're very pleaſant, Sir. 

Y. Book. My good Humour was ever Challenge- 


Proof] will be very punctual. [Exit Fred.] I fall 
into Buſineſs very faſt There, -thou dear Letter of 
Love Be there, thou of Hatred—There—Men of 


Buſineſs muſt ſort their Papers———1 fear he ſaw me 
pot up two Letters. 


Enter Latine. 

Oh, Fack, more Adventures, another Lady has 
writ. 

Lat. Let's ſee it. | 

Y. Book. No, always aide of Rep. ſhe is of 
Quality A Gentleman Uſher came with it I 
can't believe there's any thing in that old whim of 
being wrapt in one's Mother's Smock to be thus lucky— 
I ſuppoſe I was uſed like other Children They 
clapp'd me on a Skull-cap——ſwath'd me hard, play'd 
me in Arms, and ſhew'd me London But howe'er 
it comes about, I have ſtrange Luck with the Women. 
Lat. But let us ſee this Letter. 

Y.. Book. reading. Ne, no———A Woman of Condition 


to. go /a far But indeed your Paſſion—your Wit—— 
My Page, at the back Stairs Secrecy and your Vera- 
"cert 


era 

Lat. There her Ladyſhip nick'd it——Pox, I'll be 
as humorous and frolick as you you pert Fellows 
are the only ſucceſsful. — 

I. Book. Well ſaid, Lad and as Mr. Bays ſays, 
now the Plot thickens upon-us, we'll ſpend our time as 
Sail as the beſt of em and all of it in Love 


For fince through all the Race of Men we find C 


Each to ſome darling Paſſion is inclin'd, 
Let Love be flill the Biaſi of my Mind. [Exeunt. 


ACT 


- 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Victoria and Betty. 
2 HIS was indeed, Betty, a very diverting 
Accident, that T ſhould be employ'd to 
write to her Lover 
gry my Couſin Pen is——ſhe frets, I warrant, at 
her very Lcoking-glaſs, which us'd to be her Com- 
forter upon all Occaſions. Ha! ha! ha! 

Bet. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lettice's place for 
all the World Nothing to be ſure can pleaſe to- 
day ; did you mind how ſhe neſtled and fum'd inward- 
ly to ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well? Nay 
indeed, Madam, you were in high Beauty 

Vid. Yet I muſt confeſs I was myſelf a little diſ- 
compos'd I was aſhamed for my Friend and 
then to ſee her ſhew ſuch a regard for a Fellow 

Bet. But I ſwear, were I to have my Will, you 
ſhould be always angry at me—— lt gives your Lady- 
ſhip ſuch a pretty fierceneſs, and quick ſpirit to your 
Features—not that you want it—yet it adds— 

Vid. There are ſome People very unhappily pretend 
to Fire and Life; there's poor ſtupid inſipid Lady Fad, 
has heard of the word Spleen, and Diſtaſte, and ſets 

vp for being out of Humour, with that 5 
Face of hers. 

Bet. Vou're in a fine Humour, Madam 

Vidt. Her Ladyſhip's Phyſician preſcrib'd Anger to 
her upon which ſhe comes in publick with 
her Eyes ſtaringly open ——  — this ſhe age =) for 
Vivacity, and gapes about like a wandring C 
Lady- She pretends to be a — Has and 
looks at every body But alas] ſhe wants it here 
and knows not that to ſee, is no more to look, than 

to 


* 


now I can't but think how an- 


*þ 
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to go, is to watt 


mant go with your Hood fo 
abominably, with your Head ſo forward There 
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For you muſt know, Betty, 
Every Child can ſee but tis an obſerving Crea- 
ture that can look————as every pretty Girl can go, 
but tis a fine Woman that walks. | 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! 

Vid. But by the way, there's Mrs. Penelope, me- 
thinks, does neither; I have a Kindneſs for her, 
but ſhe has no Geſture in the leaſt—————My 


— 


Eater Penelope. 
Pen. Well, my Dear | 
Bet. How civilly People of Quality hate one ano- 
ther. [Afede. 
Pen. Well, my Dear, were not you ſtrangely ſur- 
priz'd to foo that this young Bookwit ſhould be the 
Soldier we met this Morning? 
Yi. The confident lying Creature? inde Ions 


der'd you'd ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long. 


Pen. — ack hos, Madam, he's married too at 
Oxford. 

#F:4. The ugly Wretch! I think a 
diſagreeable But * this is a fetch of hers; 
he had no married Lock. [ Hfade. 

Pen. Yet I am reſolv'd to go to your Aſſignation, 
if it be but to confront the Coxcomb, and laugh at 
his Lye————Such Fellows ſhou'd be made to know 


themſelves, and that they're underſtood. 


Vi. III wait upon you, my Dear She's very 
prettily dreſs d. ¶ 4/ide.) But — my Dear, you 
It makes you look 


{Difplacing ber Head.] That's 1— had 
before a fearful, filly bluſhing Look Now you 
command all Hearts | 
Pen. Thank yoy, my Dear — 
Vid. Your Servant, Deareſt 


Pen. But alas, Madam, who patch d you to-day ?— 
Let me ſee It is the hardeſt thing in Dreſs —— 
I may ſay without Vanity —I know a little 1 


- 
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That ſo low on the Cheek pulps the Fleſh too much 
Hold: ſtill, my Dear, I'II place it juſt by your Eye— 
Now ſhe downright ſquints. | [Alde. 

Vie. There's nothing like a ſincere Friend . for 
one is not a judge of one's elf I have a Patch · box 
about me. Hold, my Dear, that gives you a ſedate 
Air, that large one near your Temples . 

Pen. People, perhaps don't mind theſe 


But if it be true, as the Poet finely ſings, That all the 


Paſfions in the Features are, we may ſhew, or hide 
'em, as we know how to affix theſe pretty artificial 
Moles ——— 

Via. And ſo catch Lovers, and -puzzle Fhyſio- 


gnomy. 
Pen. Tis true; then pray, my Dear, let me put 


a little Diſdain in your Face For we'll plague 


this Fop————There- that on your Forehead 
does it. 


Vid. Hold, my Dear, I'll give Indifference for him, 


a Patch juſt at the Point of your Lip exactly ſhews it — 


Andithat you're dumb to all Applications, 
Pen. You wiſh I wou'd be. ide. 
Vie. There, my Dear. | 
Pen. But, dear Madam, your Hair is not half pow- 
der'd— Betty, bring the Pawder-box to your Lady 
It gives one a clean Look (though your Complexion 
does not want it) to enliven it. 


Vie. Oh! fie, this from you! but I know'you 


won't flatter me, you're too much my Friend. 
Pen. Now, Madam, you thall fe [ Powders her. 
Now ſhe looks like a Spright. [ 4fede. 
Vi#. Thank you, my Dear, we'll take an Hack 
Our Maids ſhall go with us Come, dear Friend. 
[Ex. Arm in Arm. 
Bet. Pray, Madam Lettice, be pleaſed to go on 
Lett. Indeed, Madam Berry, I muſt beg your Par- 


don. 

Bet. IL am at home, dear Madam Lettice——— 

Lett. Well, Madam, this unkind- I don't 
uſe you with this Ceremony———  [Exeunt. 


Enter 
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'E nter — — Bookwir and Latine, after'a flouifh, 

T. Book. Victoria] Victoria] Vittoria! 

Lat. Make way, make * your Leave 
Stand by ————P7&oria ! 
Formoſam reſonare doces Amaryllitla loss, 

. Boot. Well faid, ac. Let me ſee any of 
your Sparks beſides myſelf, keep ſuch an Equipage f I 
don't queſtion but in a little time I ſhall be a finer Fop 
than the Town has yet ſeen All my Lacqueys ſhall 
be Linguiſts as thou art While thus I ride immor- 
tal Steed How my Horſes ſtare at me 
They ſee I am a very new ſort of Beau 

Lat. This is rare The having this Noiſe of 
Muſick But won't it be reckon'da Diſturbance— 

Y. Book. No, no, it is an uſual Gallantry here — 
But the Vocal is an Elegance hardly known before me 
here— who am the Founder of accompliſh'd Fools— 
of which I'll inſtitute an Order All Coxcombs of 
Learning and Parts ſhall after me be call'd Bookwwits — 
A Se& will ſoon be more numerous, and in more 
Credit than your Ariſtotelians, Platoniſts and Acade- 

Lat. Sir, *twill be extraordinary, and you are real- 


De Leto Loven:' on, 


J a wife Perfon——— You put your Theory of Phi- 
loſophy into Practice 
Letter 


Tis not with you a dead 


. Beat. Oh! Sir, no: The Deſign of Learning is 
for the uſe of Life Therefore I'll ſettle a Family 


very ſuddenly, and ſhew my Literature in _ 


nomy | 
Lat. As how, pray? 

V. Book, I'll have four Peripatetick N two 
Followers of Ari Hippus for Valets de Chambre, and an 
Epicurean Cook — with an Hermetical Chymiſt (who 
are good only at making Fires) for my Skullion, and 
then I think all is diſpos'd——But methinks this Fair- 
One takes ſtate upon her But I am none of your 


Languiſhers -I am not known in Town, and if I 
miſbehave, tis but being {ent back again to my ſmall 


Beer, 
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Beer, and three half. penny Commons and I, like 
many another Beau, only blaz d and vaniſnd 
Lat. But you know I love Muſick immoderate- 


ly How. do you diſpoſe your Entertainment? 
let em begi $I 


Y. Book. Well, give me but leave——The Fiddles 
will certainly attract the Ladies, I mean the Nymphs 
who have Grotto's round this enchanted Foreſt—— . 
In the firſt Place, you Intelligences that move this. Ve- 
hicle————— How the Fellows ſtare ! 

Chair. Good your Honour, {peak to us in Erg- 
1 | | 


. Book. Why then you Chairmen —— where-ever 
I move, you are to follow me—PFor I mean to ſtrut, 
ſhine through the Duſk of the Evening, and look as 
like a lazy Town- Fool, as I can, to charm em 
Lat. Well, but the Muſick | +: | 
Z. Book. But remember, ye Sons of Phæbus, Bre- 
thren of the String, and Lyre ; that is to ſay, ye Fid - 
lers. Let me have a Flouriſh as I now direct. 
When I lift up my Cane, let it be Martial — If I but 
throw myſelf juſt forward.on it, or but raiſe it ſmooth- 
ly-——Sighall for Love, to ſhew, .as I think fit 
That I would die, or fight for her you ſee me bow 
to Well then ſtrike up TRIES 


SONG, by Mr. Leveridge. ' 


5 
XEN UsS has left her Græcian Iles, 
With all ber gaudy Train 
Of little Lowes, ſoft Cares and Smiles, 
In my larger Breaſt to reign. 


IT. 


Le tender Herds and liſt ning Deer, 

Forget your Food, forget your Fear, 3 et 
The bright Victoria will be here. | 

Th C III. 
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The Sewn be lion, 


' Mow'd wr, the Paſfion-of my Song, 
And think Victoria flays too long. 


17 Book, There's for you Jack ; is-not that like 8 
fine Gentleman that writes for his own Diverſion? 
Lat. And nobody's elſe. 
T. Book. Now „„ 
Sparks would have ſtamp'd, fretted and cry'd, What 
the Devil fool'd ! jilted! abus'd ! while I in Metre, 
to ſhew you how well, nothing at all may be made to 


run 


"The Savages . me throng, 
Mod with the Paſſion of my & "Fs 
And think Victoria Hays to 


a.. I begin to be one of thoſe Savages. 


Fnter Victoria, Penelope, Lettice and Betty.  - 

Pia. We had better have ſtayed where we were, 
and liſtned to that charming _ 63 
Search of that Lyar. 

Lat. Do you ſee yonder? 

Y., Book. [Gives the Sign and fings himſelf.) Thus, 
Madam, have I ſpent my Time almoſt ever ſince I 
Jaw you, repeated your Name to the Woods, the 
Dales, and echoing Groves —— 

Pen. Pr'ythee obſerve him Now he begins 

T. Book. I had not time to carve your Name on eve- 
xy Tree, but that's a melancholy Employment, not for 
_ thole Lovers that are favour'd with Aſſignation 
Vid. Pr'ythee, Couſin, do you talk to-him in my 
Name i be filen till I ſee farther— 
Pen. The Spring is now ſo forward, that it muſt 
indeed be attributed to your Paſſion that cop are not 
in the ä 


T 
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| 2. Book You | do. me. Juſtice, Madam, in that 
E Thought, for I am ſtrangely peſter d to be there 
Well, the French are the moſt induſtrious People in the 
Warld——1 had a Letter from one of their Generals, 
that ſhall be nameleſs (it came over by the way of Ho/- 
land), with an Offer very great Lerms, if 1 would 
but barely ſend my Opinion in the Uſe of Pikes —— 
about which he tells me their Prince and Generals s 
lately held a grand Court Martial 

-- Bath. Ha! hal ha! 

Lat. Theſe cunning things keep ſtill N to 
puzzle us I'll alarm | ts one Word— 

Vid. Come, come, we'll have no whiſpering, no 
Meſſages at preſent ſome other Ladies have 8 
hs ln you. from ———ů— Dꝙ2•— 

Both. Ha! hal ha! | 

F. Book. I. hold myſelf oblig d to be of the ſame 
Humour Ladies are in—— Ha! ha! ha! Now pray 
do me the favour to tell me what I laugh'd at. 

Pen. Why you muſt know Vour talking of the 
French and War, put us in mind of a young Coxcomb 
that came laſt Night from Ox/ord, calls himPaf Soldier, 
treats Ladies, fights Battles, raiſes. Jealouſies with down- 
right Lyes of his owp inventing ; ha! ha! ha! 

T. Rook, That muſt be an unpudent young Raſcal 
certainly ! ha! ha! ha! 

Vid. Nay, this is beyond Compariſon 

Y. Book. I can't conceive how one of thoſe ſneaking 
Academicks could perſonate ſuch a Character: for we 
bred in Camps, have a Behaviour that ſhews we are 

us'd to act before Crouds ————— 

Pen, Tis certainly ſ(0o————Nay, he has been con- 
fronted with it, as plainly as I ff peak to yon, and yet 
not bluſh'd for it, but carry'd it as s if he knew not the 
Man- — 

* Y. Book, That may be 'tis want of a 
themſelves, makes thoſe Coxcombs ſo confident. 

Pen, The Faithleſs ! Shameleſs! Well then, to 
ſee if poſſible ſuch a one may be brought to that Senſe, 


I tell you, this worthy Hero two Days ago was in 
C 2 Hang- 
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Hanging ſleeves at Oxford, and is call'd Mr. Bookwit: 
Ha! ha! 
T. Book. Well, nnen d 
| Poo, I knew you well enough, — 7. dns 
before you writ to me for Mr. Bookawit's Son But 
J fell into that way of talking purely to divert you— 
1 knew you a Woman of Wit and 89 that 
acting that part would at leaſt ſhew I had Fire in me, 
and wind myſelf what I would be half an Age to ſerve 
and pleaſe you———Suffer in Camps all the Viciſſitudes 
of burning Heats and ſharp afflicting Cold—— _ 
Via. Look you, Sir, I ſhall tell Mrs. Matilda 
| Newiten, your Cone at Oxford, what you are ſaying 
to another Lady- 
Pen. Pr'ythee Couſin, never give yourſelf the 
Trouble to meddle in ſuch a Work one hardly 
knows how to ſpeak it to a Gentleman, but don't 
touch the Affair of ſo impudent a Lyar 
T. Beo. Ha! ha! ha! Why, Madam, have 
F of the Marriage too ? ——Well, I was 
ut to it there 1 had like to have been 
dn: Faith —— you were more beholden to me 
5 Ve than any thing Had it not been for that, 
they had marry'd me to Mrs. Penelope, old Getauel's 
26 2 — the great Fortune But I refus'd 
her for you————who are a greater Lal. | 
Lat. Sir, Sir, pray one Word—— - 
Pen. and Vid. Stand off, Sirrah. + 
Vie. You ſhan't come near him, none of your 
dumb Signs. 
Pen. Then you have refus'd Penelope, tho a greater 
Fortune what could you diſlike in her ? 
F. Book. The whole Woman Her Perſon, nor 
Carriage pleaſe me She is one of thoſe Women 
of Condition, who do and ſay what they pleaſe with 
an aſſur d Air, and think that's enough, only to be 


cCall'd fine Miſtreſs ſuch a one's manner: 


Pen. This is not to be endur d do aſſure you, 
* NMS. Ty has refus'd your Better 1 | 


8 _ He 7. Book, 
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. Book, I don't much value my Betters in her 
Judgment—But am ſorry to ſee you concern'd for her. 
When J have been at Church, where I firſt ſaw you 
I've ſeen the gay giddy thing in a Gallery watching 
Eyes to make Curt ſies She is indeed a very Cere- 
monious Church- Woman, and never is guilty of a Sin 
of Omiſſion to any Lady of Quality, within Eye-ſhot— 
In ſhort, I don't like the Woman, and wou'd go to 
Tunis or Aleppo for a Wife, before I'd take her 
Vid. I cannot bear this of my Friend: if you go on, 
Sir, at this rate, Tunit or Aleppo are the propereſt 
Places for you to ſhew your Gallantry in twill ne- 
ver be received by er I hope ſhe believes 
" | [ Afige. 

ex. The Lady' s in the Right on't—who can con- 
kei in-a known common Impoſtor ? 

Y. Book. Ah Madam! how can you uſe a Man that 
loves you ſo unjuſtly ? But call me what you will, 
Lyar, Cheat, 1 but add, your Servant, 
and I am ſatiafy d I have indeed, Madam, ran 
22 h many Shifts in hopes to gain you——— and 

be contented to run through all the Shapes in 
Ovid's Metamorphoſis, cou'd I but return to this on my 
bended Knees, of my Fair-One's Humble Servant: 
Via. Pr'ythee let us leave him as you told me, 
I wonder you can ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long Þ 
Leave him, let him kneel to the Trees, and call to 
the Wood if he wilt———Oh, I could brain # 
him——how ugly he looks kneeling to her ? 2 

Pen. No, I' ſtay to plague him more 
what Opinion can I have of this ſudden R 
You hardly know me, I believe, or my Circumſtan- 
ces? 

Y. Book. No, no, not -I don't know you—your 
Mother was not Alderman Sterling's Daughter 
Your Father Mr. Philips of Grays-Im, who had an 
Eſtate and never practis' d? you had not a Brother 
KilFd at Landen? your Siſter Diana is not dead? nor | 
you are not Co-heireſs with Miſs Molly, no,, 
Madam, I don't know you, no, nor love you. 

Cz Pen. 


— 
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Pen. I wish I had taken her Advice in going. — 

He means her all this while Pſhaw this is een 

right fooling. Let's go; my Dear, leave him to the 

Woods as you fay: '1 wiſh?twas full of Bears. 1 

Viet. N Now Fil ſtay to plague 
Pen. No, you ſhan't ſtay Sir, we have given. 
ourſelves the Diverſion to fee you, and confront dbu 

in your Falſhoods; in which you have intangled * 

yourſelf to that Degree, you know not even the 

Woman you pretend to; and therefore, Sir, I ſo f: 
deſpiſe yon, that if you ſhould come after me wit 

your F iddte——P. have, A Torten — K to 

let you in. 91 Hat. 

Vid. I don't know hw to PARTY PIO | in 

that manner: but I'm ſure I ſhall never entertain an | 

Man that has diſoblig d my Friend, while my Name 

Hicteria. Extunt” Arm in Arm. 

Lat. Maſter——methinks theſe Ladies don't under- 

Hand WII They were very rough with you. 
Beat. Ay, they were ſomewhat duff =——— 
Vat really /i&oria diſcover'd herſelf at her going, me- 
thinks ably enough ——— 

Tar. T believe they are Wwedver dy Por 
| ont, when I gave you ſo many Signs too 
Y. Book. Well, — thinking ——= Let's to the 

Tavern, and in every Glaſs name a new Beauty; till 
I either forget, or am mba Had with fome new ject 
to attain her. | | 
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"While in a buch Pol 77 drown my Cart, 
Well ye to 4 or rl to think ber, Fa. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE, Covent- Garden. 


Enter Young Bookwit and Latine. . 


— 


| * r HIS Roebuck has almoſt done my Bu- 


. fineſs—Rigby's an honeſt Fellow, and 
wou'd not * us. The Wine had Good- Humour, 
Mirth, and Joy in't My Blood beats high and 


frolick ? What ſays my dear Ir ha! 


Honour's Footman- 


middle 


Lat. Why, Sir, I fay; Sir, that I am in ſo noble fo 
exalted a Condition, that I almoſt forget 1 am ** 


— 


T. Book. Do but your Buſineſs well to· night N 

Lat. Who ſays the Tongue flutters, Legs falter, 
and Eyes fail with Drink—— Tis falſe, my dear Ma- 
ſter, my Tongue runs faſter than ever —my Legs 
ſo briſk and nimble, that I can't ſtand ſtill; and my 
Eyes are better than ever they were, for I {ee every- 
thing double But the Letter, the Letter, I warrant. 1 
give it her. 

Y. Book. Here, hees, Fack, take it. wE2 

Lat, Let's come nearer the Lamp———This is tho 
foul Copy of it that tis wrap'd in Let me judge 
Now L' be ſedate———Let me read it again. 

. Book. But you look curſedly fluſter q— They I 
ſay you're drunk Let's ſee, I muſt comb your 
Wig a little, 

Lat. I ſhall be kick'd for this Letter here about the 
You ſhould not talk of Joys ſo ſoon 


You ſhould write miſerable a Fortnight, or three 
Weeks longer 1 ſhall be kick d. 


C4. Y. Books. 
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Y. Book. What then ? what then? A Man of your 
Philoſophy muſt needs remember——the Body's but 
- + the meer Organ of the Mind—Kicks come under the 
Topick of things without What ſhall I do for Powder 
for th ſmart Bob. [Combs out his own Mig into Lat. 
Lat. "Tis no matter, Sir, Powder comes under the 
Notion of things without. 
T. Book. Oh! but Ladies are no Philoſophers; 1 
as to being drubb'd (theſe Stockings too) you muſt fix 
your Imagination upon ſome other Object, and you 
may by force of Thought ſuſpend your Feeling 
The Body 1s but the — "Hl of the Mind and 
you may command an Inftrument. 
Lat. No, Sir, I'll have you to know, I'll ſave my 

ö | Earcale by mere dint of Eloquenee. You have no 

other Orders? 

T. Book. No: but may Perſuaſion, Grace and Mi- 
 cution-hang on thy Lips— Hut if you can come 
in to Victoria, ſhe and the Wine you've drank will in- 
: ſpire you. /-Farewel. [Exit. 

Lat. . Ts is the enchanted Caſtle which the Lady 
Fair inhabits. Ha ! Mr. Simon, Sir, I am your moſt 
REN ———— — My dear Friend 


__ » Enter Simon. 
| Sim. Your Servant, good Sir, my Lady is with 
| Madam Victoria at Cards — She'll lie here — 
Zut all's ruin d They are both huge angry with 
your Maſter. But Lettice having taken a Fancy to 
you, Mr. 7ohn, ſpoke up rarely, that ſhe did indeed. 
Tat. Can't one come to the Speech of her? 
Sim. I was order'd to have a ſtrict Eye to the Door, 
and let nobody in whatever! don't care for go- 
ing up, becauſe ſhe'll ſee J have made a Cap of one of 
"thefnek Napkins, for which ſhe'll make a plaguy Noiſe. - 
Tat. Nay, nay, you are exactly of my mind, I 
love to avoid Anger. 
Sim. You are a little diſguis'd in Drink tho', Mr. 
| -Fobn—But I han't ſeen you, not 10 ſtrait up _ 


Mrs. Sat ER ED | cam þ 
4 Lat. 
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Lat. I thank you, dear Friend. My Father bids 
me upon theſe Occafions———— [Gives him Money. 
Sim. L beg your pardon, good Mr. John. 

Lat. Look you, I am a Servant as well as you, what 
do you mean, Mr. Simon Come, come, 'Time's precious 
— When your Lady's marry'd all theſe Vales will end 
Sim. Nay, I ſaid behind your Back, Mr. Jabm, that 
you were very well ſpoken Well, put up briſkly. 
III ſtand your Friend as much as one Servant can to 
another, againſt all Maſters and Miſtreſſes Whatever. 
Lat. Thanks, good Mr. Simon. [Exeunt. 


SCENE oe: and diſcovers Lettice reading by = fall | 
Candle, duns Jarge ones by her unlighted. 


Lett. Tis a moſt fad thing, one dares not light a 
large Candle, except Company's coming in——and I 
ſcarce can ſee to read this piteous Story — Well, in all 
theſe Diftreſſes and Migfortunes, the faithful Argalus 
was renown'd all over the Plains of Arca—Arca— 
Arcadia r his loyal and true Aﬀettion to his charming 
Paramour, Parthenia — Bleflings on his Heart for it — 
there are no ſuch Suitors now. a- days [Weeping. 

But I hope they'll come together again at the end of 
the Book—and marry, and have ſeveral Children 
Oh! Bleſs me] A Man here LI over the Leaves, 
The Gentleman's pretty Man | (Hide. 


Enter Latine. 

I wonder by what means, with what Tmpudence, 
you could offer to come up Stairs, at this time o'th* 
Night and my Lady in the next Room proteſt II 
cry out. LI a low Voice all. 

Lat. Dear Mrs. Lettice, my Love to you [ Aloum. 

Lett. Hiſt—hiſt! I am methinks, however, loth to 
diſcover you, becauſe Servants muſt do as they're bid 
for I know it was not to ſee me. but ſome 
Meſiage from your Maſter you came about. 

Lat. I offer'd to bring a Letter from him, in hopes 
to ſeg you, my Deareſt. I'll not give it at all, I don't 
care my Deateſt. LX. her Hand. 
CC Lett. 


ry 
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Lett. Pho! pho'!-Hiow you are rude, blade you 
know one dare not diſcover you———You do what you 
will. How he kiſſes one's Hand I warrant he 
has kifs'd his  betters———Pray, did you never live-in a 

an $i 'N do 1 vat of | — 

7. No, nor e wy ce Sex | 
dear fol ef, Mrs. Lettice I wou'd be difcover'd. 125 
Im in a in a Flame! 
Pen. Within. | Who's there. Pause achebie. 

Lett. HiſtT hiſt ! 'con'd not you have forc'd a Kiſs 
quietly——Madam— Madam ==—Hold me faſt 
Shew the Letter, my Lady's coming I tell you, 
Sir, ſhe will receive no Meſſage at all Get you 
Jown Stairs, you N Hold me faſter yet, ſne 
re your Maſter: : [Softly 2 to Laue. 
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Pin. What can this mean: What Fellows that 
Fas ſeiz'd the Wench ? 
Lett. Madam, Madam, here's Mr. Bookwit's Foot- 
man drunk, and has direAtly ſtole up Stairs with ſome 
ill Defion, Tar on me- But has a Letter from 
his Maſter to your Ladyſhip. 
Pen. Call up the Sl; Simon, Witten, Kat, 
Ale; II have the Raſcal well baſted for his Inſolence 
Serv jult as his Maſter deſerves. 
Lat. Kneeling. Let not thoſe Lips, more ſweet than 
of Mylan Bees, utter a Sentence, as if a Li- 
Han Lioneſs on a Mountain gave thee ſuck, and chou 
wert the obdurate Offspring of a Rock. 
Pia. Hul an 15 — ? Obdurate! Ridi-ulois— 


Ihe Fellow has got his Maſter's Cant! ha] ha] ha! 


Pen. I'll put him out of it, I'll warrant vou——— 
What, will no one come up there ? 


Enter * with Brooms, GW. > 


Tat Ok! for the force of Etoquence to allay and 
reconcile the Paſſion of this angry Manſion 
1 had like to have ſaid Nin Houſe, which had lien 

_ againſt. 
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againſt the Laus of Buſkin, in which I wou u'd at pre- 
ſent talk. 5 

Pen. Did you ever hear any thing like this ? Ha! ha! 

Maid. Madam, ſhall I beat him? 

Lat. Ah culinary Fair, compoſe thy Rage; thee 
whoſe more ſkilful Hand is ftill employ'd in Offices 
for the Support of Nature, deſcend not from thyſelf, 
thou bright Cook. maid There I funk again! 
with heightned Guſts and quickning Taſtes, by you 
what wou'd be Labour elſe is made Delight. Thou 
great Robuſt, let not thy Hand all red aſſault a Life 
it rather ſhould preſerve. 

Maid. Good Madam, excuſe me, I .can't tuch lim 
> -[-have Bowels for him. - [Weeping. 

Sim. I wiſh I had his Learning, FI warrant he 
buys in every thing where-ever he lives 

Lat. This, Madam, this faithful — the- | 
Paſſions of the tendereſt Heart that ever bled for cruet 
Maid—Oh Victoria Did you but hear his Sighs, his 
reſtleſs Hours !———how often he repeats Victoria 

Lett. Victoria Then I find this is none'on't meant 
to my Lady—Nor to me neither the Maſter ani 
Man are both Rogues. LHfat. 

Pen. Receive your ſeaſonable Epiſtle now at 
Midnight 
Vids. He can't mean — you he all along 
addreſs d Wou'd I cou'd read it without her. ¶ Aid. 

Pen. To ſhew you I value neither Author nor ne 
of it Kick the Fellow down. 

Lat. Nay, Madam, ſince Matters muſt come to 
Extremities, I'd rather have the Honour of your La- 
dy ſtüp's Command, to be cudgell'd by your good Fa- 
mily, than have it from my Mader difappoint- | 
ed Lover in his Rage will ſtrike Stone-walls,” and 
things inanimate, much more a poor live Footman. - 
Therefore I muſt deliver my Meſſage Ill read it to 
vou Ladies, for I ſee you are Friends. t 
Pen. Away with him.- | 
Lat. -1/ the Sincerity of my Intentions avert nat" 700 
rr WAY 1 
C 6 Lat. 
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Window, you muſt needs walk hither —Well, I 2 
X41 | | t 


Lat. Demonſtrable, in ſpite *— 
Maid., Take that 
„Lat. Theſe Accidents, in which I have 3 4 

T fbould net dare to tell you how alternately Joys, Rap- 
«tures, Ecflacies, Miſeries, Doubts, and Anxicties da 
,attack a Breaſt devoted to you. 
Whither injur'd Virtue fly for ſhelter, 
When ed 5 in mel 
Oh! could I rage, call Elements about me, ſpout Ca- 
taracts 
Muſt I be drubb'd with Broom-ſtaves ? [Exit Lat. 

Pen. Come in, my Dear, again The Night is 


cold. + [Execunt. ' 
Lat Euter Ich and Frederick. 

Tove. It is ſo pleafant.a Night, that I will ſee you 
ver the Garden to your Lodgin 


—— 
Fred That Compliment won't paſs upon me 
Vour Reaſon for ſauntring this way is that tis near 
Penelope's. 
Love. I come for her ſake! No; ſhou'd me write, 
beſeech, kneel to me, I think I ne'er ſhould value 


der more. No, I'll be no longer her Tool, her 


Jeſt; ſhe ſhall not dally with a Paſſion ſhe deſerves 
not 
Fred. Twere very well, were this Reſolution in 
your power; but believe me, Friend, one Smile, one 
Glance that were but doubtful, whether favourable, 
wou'd conquer all your Indignation. | 

Lowe. Faith, I'm afraid what you faid is true. 


Fed Then ftrive not to be rationally mad, which 


you attempt, if you think you can at once be at your 
own Command and at another''————Wau'd you be 


| Maſter of yourſelf, and have a Miftrefs ? 


Love. But I can rebel againſt that Miſtreſs. 
Fred. Do if you can—— Nay, I'm ſure tis in your 
15 becauſe. to-morrow Morning you are to fight a 
al for her——becauſe tho' you know ſhe lies back- 
* and you can't ſo much as ſee her Chamber- 


— 


t 


V. Book. Since the Day of peor Mar, 


The LADIES FRIENDSHIP. Gr 


teſt I'm of your mind ; there is methinks.now a parti- 
cular amiable Gloom about that Houſe—Tho' perhaps 
to ordinary Beholders it is exactly like the others. 


Lowe. You are very witty, I muſt confefs, at your . 


Friend's Follies, Mr. Frederick. --  -- - 
Fred. I won't then any e diſturb your Medita- 
tion, but e' en go home like a dull Rogue as I am, and 


without Love enough to any Woman, or Hatred 


enough to any Man to keep me way 3; = fall faſt 
aſleep——1 was going to wiſh you t you are 
above all — 1 ſhould rain, I'd adviſe you not 
to forget it does but go into the-Piazza,  [Exi7. 
Love. Tis very well, I'm deſervedly laugh'd at 
But the Door opens—— Beokwit's Footman] ¶ Lati 

croſſes the Stage] the Maſter I ſuppoſe is there too : 


I'll watch for his coming out The Morning 
approaches too flowly-— He ſhall not fleep to- 
night except it be for ever Oh Revenge! Oh 
Jealouſy ! | 


| Enter Young Bookwit, with Bottle and Glaſe, finging.. 


That little little Span, 
To long it can't laſt, 
For the Future and Paſt 
Ir ſpent with Remorſe and Deſpair : 


Vith. ſuch a full Glaſs 
Tet that of Life paſs,. 
it made up of Trouble, 
Storm tho) a Bubble, | 
There's na Bliſs but forgetting your Care. 


1 wonder what's become of poor Latine, I. wiſh he 
had a Bumper of this [Drinks, 
Lowe, I have no Patience to obſerve his inſolent 


E ; how immoderately joyful my Miſery has made 


im! Bookawit ! » 
T. Book. Lavemore? 


Love. 
* | 
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- Love. Whit, Sir! are you diverting the thoughts of 
* morrow Morning” $ Buſineſs with Midnight Riot? 


8 
wk” 


. Book. An. Hour vr two till Morning is not much | 


| In eicher of our Lives——Therefore I muſt tell you 


now, Sir, I am ready for your Meſſage. 
Love. That conſcious Light and Stars are Witneſſes 


Y. Nel. I bunt tio Witnelles——f have a Sword, 
as you bid me meet you. [7 hey draw and febr. 
Love. . You've done my Buſineſs. [Falls.. 
7. Book. Then I've done what you defir'd me. But 


| | this is no place for me. | * 


13 


8 1 © Enter Conſtable nb, _ 


Fs 


| Conft. Where, where was: this claſhing of Swords? 


ſo- ho! ſo ho! you Sir, what are you dead, ſpeak Friend, 


what are you afraid of ? If you are: dead, the Law 


can't take hold of you. 


match. I beg your pardon, Mr. Conflable, he ought 


by the Law to be carried to the Round- houſe for being 


dead at this time of Night. 

Conft. Then away with him you three 
And you, Gentlemen, follow me, to find out who 
Kil'd him. | [Exeunt. 

+ Enter Simon. 

Simon, What's the matter, good Gentlemen, what's 
the matter! Oh me! Mr. Lowemore kill'd —— 
Oh me! My Mind gives me that it muſt be about our- 
young Lady. 

Watch. Does it ſo, Sir, then you muſt ſtay with us. 

| Some hold Simon, ah others carry Lovemore off. 1 

Sim, I ſtay with zou! Oh gemini! Indeed I can't. 


; 2 bey can't be without me at our Houſe. 


Watch.. But they muſt, Friend Hark'e Friend, 


I hope you'll be hang'd. [WWhifpers him. 
ite care of your Words, 
Madam Peneline s, our young Lady's, Servant hang d 5 
ako care wah you ſay. 


Sim. T hang d! pray, Sir, 


| Excey- 


Gentlemen, Mr. Simon and all 


0 - 
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e, Whither can this Bookwit be gone? 
Sim. Oh! Mr. John, Mr. Lovemore is kill'd juſt” 
now, fince you went out of our Houle ; and vo and 2 


Your Kater wut have an hand in't. 


| Lat: ow! Towemore Will" &'! - [They ſei Larne. 


Na neee Teng Bookwit. 0 f 

1 5 Book. Hands off, dirty 2 * 
Let me go, o | 
Conft. Sir, what were you runnky ſo faſt W 


There's a Man kilbd in the Garden, und yore a fine 


Gentleman, and it muſt be 70 for good honeſt 
People only beat one another 
Lat. Nay, nay, we are all in a fair- way to be fine 


Conft. Hands off, Raſcals, you ſaid juſt „ 
you know what a Conſtable WH 9 
T. Book. The greateſt Man in the Pariſh when al 


| the reſt ate aſleep. 


Conſt. Come, come I find they are Saen 


Fellows, we'll to the Juſtiee, and commit 'em imme 


diately. I'll teach Raſcals to ſpeak High- - Treaſon 


againkt a petty Conſtable Eat. 


Enter Frederick, and Old Bookwit. 


O. Book. You well may be ſurpriz'd at my waiting 
here for your coming home But you'll pardon me, 


ſince ſt 15 do taſe me of an Atixiery that. brand me. 
waking. 


Fred. I ſhall be very lad if I am capable of do- 
ing that. 

O. Boot. You knew my Tom at Oxford and 
I believe were not ſo hard a Student, bui you made 
ſome Acquaintance in the Town —=—Therefore pray 
tell me do you know Mr. Newtown there ? 
his Family, Defctnt and Fortune? 

Fred. What Newtown? . © 


O. Book, 


— 
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0. Book. LI tell you, Sir, what you young Fellows 
take moſt notice of old ones for a Token that you 
needs muſt know him by———He's the Father of the 
fair Matilda, your celebrated. Beauty of that Town. 

Fred. I affure you, Sir, I never heard of the Fa- 
ther or Daughter, till this Inſtant therefore 

Tm confident there's no ſuch Beauty - 
O. Book. Oh Sir, I know your drift you're ten- 
der of informing me for my Son's fake He told 
me all hint oF know all the Progreſs of his 
Love with the young Lady— How he was taken 
in the Night in her Bed- Chamber by his Piſtol going 
off the Family. Diſturbance that was rais'd-upon't, 
which he compos'd by marrying I know it all 

Fred. Is Tam Backoit then marry'd at Oxford ?. 
. Best. He is indeed, Sir, therefore our Affairs 
are now ſo Iink d that twill be an ili Office both to the 
Neautotunt, and to us, to canceal any thing from me, 
that relates to them. 

Fred. A Man can't be ſaid. to conceal what he does 
not know - But it ſeems, it was Mr. Bookwwit 
gave you this Account bimſelf — 

O. Book. Ves, Sir; I told you, Sir, I had it from 
| himſelf: 
Fred. Then I'm ſure there was nothing left out, ke 
never tells a Story by halves ———— 
 O. Book. Why then you think my Son's a Lyar. 

Fred. Oh ſie, Sir, but he enlivens a mere Narration 
with variety of. Accidents to be plain, his Diſ- 
- courſe gains him more Applauſe than Credit You 
could not, I believe, have married your Son to a lefs 

ie Lady in England, than thi Mrs. Matilda — 

I'll be ſworn you'll avoid all the Charge of gay Dreſs, 
high Play, and ſtately Childbirtth————you under- 

ſtand me, Sir? 

O. Book. r 
that's diſingenuous, to put his aged Father to this 
Shame. 

Fred. Never fret or grieve for He told .Lowe- 
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Ladies, and I know not what that he has brought 
a Tilt upon his Hands, to morrow Morning 
therefore keep him at Home Il to his Adverſary, 
ſo we'll convince him of a fault which has ſo ill (tho 
not 1 Conſequences. 

O. Book. You'll highly e me, Sir, ll trouble 
you no — . [Exeunt. 


SCENE Newgate. Young Bookwit, Latine, Sumon, 
Storm, with the Croud of Gaol- Birds, 


n Turnkey, the Gen- 


_ tleman there with a broken Noſe, that you're — 2 


in for Murder —— I honour you, Sir, [ ww . 
queſtion but twas done like a Gentleman 

. Book. I hope it will appear ſo. | 

Storm, I come, I fear, Sir, to your Acquaintance 
with ſome Prejudice, becauſe you ſee me thus in 
Irons» —but Afflictian is the Portion of the Vir- 
tuous and the Gallant—— 

T. Book. It does not en. Sir, but manifeſt the 

e. 

Storm. Right, Sir, I find you're noble you may 
perhaps have heard of me——my Name is Stern 
This Perſon my Friend, who is called Faggot, and 
myſelf being expos d by an ungrateful World, to feel 
its Cruelty and Com Contempt of ragged Virtue ——— made 
War upon i. and in open Day infeſted their High 


| Road. 


Y. Book. Your humble Servant, Gentlemen —1 do 
convince you your Spirits could not ſtoop to bar- 
ter on the Change, to ſneer in Courts, to lye, to 
flatter, or to creep for Bread——You therefore chuſe 
rather to like Lions, than betray like Crocodiles, 
or fawn like Dogs——you took upon you to interrupt 
07 Commerce of a cheating World to unload the 

ſurer of his anxious Pelf and ſave the thought- 


leſs landed Boy, he travell'd to undo with. a thouland 


ſuch good Actions, by which means you two are in- 
famous 
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_ famous, for what two millions of you had been glo- 
Storm. Right, Sir. -I ſee you're knowing, Sir, 
and learn'd in Man This Gentleman, Mr. Charcoal 
the Chymiſt, was our ſecret Correſpondent, and as we 
never robb'd a poor Man ſo he never cheated 

à Fool-————But ſtill znpos'd on your moſt ſprightly 
Wits and Genius — Fellows of Fire, and Metal, 

whoſe. quick Fancies and eager Wiſhes form'd Rea- 
ſons for their undoing He is a Follower of the 
Raimundus Lutlius ; the Publick think to frighten 
into their own Purpoſes But he'll leave the 
World without the Secret—— 
© Char:* You know, Sir, he that at firſt aſſerted the An- 


tipodes, dy d for that Knowledge; and I, Sir, having 


found out the Melioration of Metals, the Ignorant will 
needs call it Coining——and Jam to be hang'd for't, 
- would you think it? 

T. Book, When pray, Sir, are you to be immortal? 
Char. On Friday next I'm very unhappy our 
Acquaintance i is to be ſnort 'm very ſorry your 
Buſineſs is not over, dr that if it muſt be, we might 
T. Book. I'm highly oblig'd to you, Sir 


(Char. Yet let me tell you, Sir, becauſe by ſecret 
Sympathy I'm yours—I muſt acquaint you, if you can 


obtain the favour of an Opportunity and a Crucible — 
Lean ſhew 
more bright than. that high Luminary the Latin: 
call'd ſo 
each Bar about us into Golden Ingots Sir, can you 
lend me half a Crown ? 

T. Book. Oh, Sir, a. Trifle between ſuch old Ae- 
intance. 


Storm. You'll be indicted, Sir, to- morrow I would 


adviſe you, when your Indidtment's read to one 


Thing that i don't cavil at falſe Latin: but if 
by chance there ſhould be a Word of good, Except to 


Gat, and puzale the whole Court. 
. Bool. 


ion direciiy, 85% Sir, $6/, Sir, 
Wealth ſhall be yours We'll turn 
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V. Book. Sir, I'm.oblig'd— 


Storm. I defy the World to ſay, I ever did an ill 
Thing, I love my Friend but there is always ſome 
little Trifle given to Priſoners, they call -Garniſh ; we 
of the Road are above it, but o'rother fide of the 
Houſe, filly Raſcals that came voluntarily hither —— 
Such as are in for Fook, ſign'd their own Mittimus, 
in being bound for others, may perhaps want it: III 
be your faithful Almoner. X 5 | 

T. Book -Oh, by all means, Sir,. Gives him Money. - 

Storm. Pray, Sir, is that your Footman? 

Y. Book. He is my Friend, Sir. 

- Storm. Look you, Sir, the only time to make vie 
of a Friend is in Extremity; do you think. you cou'd 
not hang him, and fave yourſelf; Sir, my Service to 
you, your own Health. | 

Pri/. Captain, your Health... - - 

= [Gives it tt the next Priſoner, 

2 Prif. Captain, your Health. ' 

Storm. But perhaps the Captain likes Brandy bet- 
ter 80 ho! Brandy there——{[ Drinks.) But you 
don't perhaps like theſe ſtrong Liquors — ——2Þ' Cyder 
ho !—— Drinks to him in it—Gentlemen all But 
Captain, I ſee you don't love Cyder neither You 
and I will be for Claret then Ay marry ! I knew 
this would pleaſe [ Drinks.) you. [ Drinks again.] Faith 
we'll make an end on't, I'm glad you like it. 

Turn. I'm ſorry, Captain Storm, to ſee you impoſe: 
upon a Gentleman, and put him to charge in his Mil-, 
fortune If a Petty Larceny Fellow had done 
this hut one of the Road! . 6 

Storm. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I don't queſtion. 
but the Captain underſtands there is a. Fee to you for- 
going to the Keeper's Side. Book. am Latine give 
him Money] [Exeunt Turnkey, Simon following.) Nay, 
nay, you muſt ſtay here. NI. 13 0 57 2G | 

Sim, Why Lam Simon, Madam Pene/ope's Man. 

Storm. Then Madam Pens lopes Man mult trip for 
Garniſh ; indeed, Maſter Si. yon muſt, | 

Sim. Thieves! Thieves! Thieves! : 


Storm. 
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Storm, Thieves! Thieves! Why you ſenſclefs Dog, 

do you think there's Thieves in Newgate ? Away with 
him to the Tap-houſe. [Pu/oes him of.] We'll drink 
his Coat off. Come, my little Chymiſt, thou ſhalt 
tranſmit this Jacket into Liquor, Liquor that will 


make us forget the evil Day———And while Day is 
ours, let us be merry. 


For little Villains muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
Dar great ones may enjoy the World in State. 


es 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Newgate. N 


SCENE « opens, ad Godoy Bookwit ow @ Cuch 
E -— _ aſleep, Latine looking on bim. 


Lat. L Y OW quietly he reſts! Oh that I could, by 
watching him, hanging thus over him, and 

feeling all his Care, protect his Sleep! | 

On Sheep! thou ſweeteſt Gift of Heaven to Man, 

Still in thy downy Arms embrace my Friend, 
. him from his inexiſtent 23 T 

- To ſenſe of him of Y and 3 
In thee th' e — — 

In thee th' Oppreſs d forger Tyrannick Pow'r, 
In thee 

The Wretch condemn'd is equal to his Judge. 

e 

Nay, all the ſhining Glories Men purſue;. 

When thou art wanted, are but empty. Noiſe 

Who then wou'd court the Pomp of guilty Power, 
When the Mind fickens a the weary Shew, 
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And flies to temporary Death for Eaſe; 

When half our Life's Ceſſation of our Being 
He awakes 

How do I pity that Life, - - 

Which I cou'd hazard thou d Lives to fave! 

Y. Book. How heavily do 1 awake this Morning! 
Oh this ſenſeleſs drinking! To aſſure a whole Weeks's 
Pain for an Hour's Jollity———Methinks my Senſes are 
burning round me I have but interrupted Hints of 
the laſt Night Ha; in a Gaol; Oh! I remem- 
ber, I remember : Oh Lovemore ! Lovemore ! I re- 
member 


Lat. You muſt have Patience, and bear it lie a 


Man. 

V. Book: Oh whicher all I-run; Cavoid myfdfꝰ 
Why all theſe Bars? Theſe bolted Tron Gates? | 
They're needleſs to ſecure me Here, here's 

my Rack, — His 
My Gaol, my Torture —— . 
0k! [ can't ber u. Leno bear the raking 
Of new Thoughts 
Fancy expands my Senſes to Diſtraction, 
And my Soul ſtretches to that boundleſs Space, 
To which I've ſent my wretched, wretched Friend. 
Oh! Latine! Latine ! Is all our Mirth and Humour 
come to this ? 
Give me thy Boſom, cloſe in thy Boſom hide me 
From thy Eyes, I cannot bear their Pity or Re- 


22 Dear 'Bookwit, how heartily I love you —1 
don't know what to ſay—But pray have Patience. 

Y. Book. If you can't bear my Pain, that's but com- 
municated by your Pity how ſhall I my proper 
inborn Woe, my wounded Mind ? 

Lat. In all Aſſaults of Fortune that ſhould be ſe- 

rene, 
Not in the Power of Accident or Chance 

Y. Book. Words! Words ! all that is but mere Talk; 
Perhaps indeed to undeſerv'd Affliction 


Renton * Argument may give * 


= 
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Or in the known Viciſſitudes of Life,  - - + 
We may feel Comfort by ourſelf perſuaſion. oo 
But oh ! there is no talking away Guilt : 
This Divine Particle will ake for ever. 
There is no Help but whence I dare nat ac; 
Whemw this material Organ's indiſpos d. 
Juleps can coal, and Anodynes give Reſt, 
But nothing mix with this celeſtial Drop, 
But De from that high Heav'n of which tis part. 
Lat. May tat high Lieav'n compoſe your Mind, 
And reconcile-you to yourſelf. - 
Y. Book. 8 I hope it !—— 
Grovel on Earth, die dave leak en! 
Oh Lavemore / Lowemore ! where is he now? 


Oh! Thinking, Thinking, why Gd thou net come 


Or not now 
My Thoughts do ſo confuſe me now, as my 
Folly and Pleaſures did before this fatal Accident. 
that I can recollect whence Lowemers was n to 


challenge me. 


Lat. 1 dear eines I fear'd ſome II 


from a careleſs way of talking —— But alas! J ne 
nat of ſa great=e— - . 

Y. Book, Ay there it . naturally 2 
Ettle jealous! Heavens, do I ſay he was ralle'd to 
him of Ladies, "Treats, and he might poſſibly believe 
'twas where he had engag'd I remember his ſeri- 
aus Behaviour on that * this unMaPey 
Tongue of mine! 
Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying ee, 
That fill run ſt on, nor wait'ſt Cn of Reaſon 
Oh! I cau'd tear thee from me 

Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the Action? 


' Book. He wou'd have don't; but I fluſh'd with 


the Thoughts of Duelling preſs d on Thus 
for the empty Praiſe of Fools, I'm — unhappy. 
Lat. You take it too 1 Your Honour 
was cd. | N ien an 
7 J. Bak. 
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. Book, Honour the horrid Application of that 
ſacred Word to à Revenge gainſt Friendſhip, Law 


and Reaſon, is a damn d laſt ſhift. of the damn'd envi- 


ous Foe of Human Race. The routed Fiend project- 
ed this but ſince th expanſive glorious Fon from 
Heav'n came donn Forgive. RT 


Enter Turnkey, 
Turn. Gentlemen, I come to tell you NY vou have 
the favour to be carried in Chairs to your Indictment, 
to which you muſt go immediately. | 
Lat. We are ready, Sir, 


7. Book, How di J bear the Bye me, 4 
| [Exeunt,. 


Croud in Court ? 
SCENE, Frederic”; Lodgings. 


Enter Lovemore in a Serjeant's Gown, and F. rederick. 
Love. Mankind | is infinitely beholden to this noble 


Styptick, that cou'd produce fuch wonderful Effects ſo 


ſuddenly : But tho' my Wound was very light, Im 
weak by the Effuſion of ſo much Blood———— 
Fred. Yet after all, you have not loſt enough to 


cool your Paſſion. Your Heart {ill beats Penelope, 


Penelope — But in this Diſguiſe you have Oppor- 


for Obſervation ; you'll ſee whether you ought. 


Rill to value her or not; I'm glad yow thought of 
being brought hither as ſoon as you came to yourſelf; 


I expect old Bookwit every Moment here 


Enter Old Bookwit. 4 


There he is — 
O. Book. Oh! Mr. Frederic. Too . too late 


was our Care: they met laſt Night, and then the fa- 
tal AQ was done 

Sorrow II can't ſpeak much, but you * gueſs 
what I hope from you. 


Fred. You may depend upon ingenuous Vage in 


the Proſecution; I'm going inſtantly to Pence 's with 


* learned Gentleman, to know what he can fay 
to 


You'll excuſe, Sir, a Father's. 


22 — hs r 5 


CI 


n 
5 o - * "TE i. __ —_— — 


r m8 
3 


— 


D 


= 
— wo 
PE N 


— 


* 
— — — — 


* . y 
— — 
— — 


a Ib Drs Loven: or, 


to this matter - deſir d you in the Note I ſent you 
to purchaſe the Favour of your Son's being brought 
thither, where he and you may be Witneſſes of what 
ſhall paſs———1 ſeek not his Blood, nor would neg- 
le& a juſtice to my deceas'd Friend. | 

O. Book. I believe my Son and the reſt are going 
thither e'er this; and I deſire this worthy Serjeant's 
Favour and Advice = ſince we both mean the 
ſame thing, only to act with Honour, if his Life 
may be ſav d 

ns I'll do what's Juſt to the Deceas'd and the 
Survivor. 
0. Book. TIl leave you, but will take care to come 
in juſt afore the Criminals arrive—— - Exit. 

Love. The old Gentleman——Pr'ythee let's 

„I long to fee my lovely Torment RO 
Fred. II but leave Word within. [Exeunt, 


SCEN E, Penelope's Lodgings, 


I Enter Penelope and Victoria. 

Pex. It ſeems Simon lay out all Night, and was 
carried away by the Watch with ſome — in a 
Quarrel, 

Vi. I fancy the Men who are always for ſhewing 
their Valour, are like the Women who are always 

of their Chaſtity, becauſe they are conſcious 
of their defect in't. 

Pen. Right——for we are not apt to raiſe Argu- 
ments, but about what we think is diputable—— 

Vie. Ay, ay, they whoſe Honour is a ſore part, are 

more fearful of being touch'd, than they in whom 
2 a tender one. But tell me honeſtly, Pene- 
bn ſhould poor Lewemore be in this Rencounter, and 
that for your ſake, wou'd it have no effect upon you 
in his Favour ?- 

Pen, I don't know how to anſwer you ; but I find 
fomething in that Reflection, which acquaints me tis 
; very hard for one to know one's own Heart, [Sighs. 


Vid. 


We Ladis Ferenpaiite, 573 
Y:#. However, let your Heart anſwer me one 
Queſtion more, as well as it can Does it love 
as well as ever it did? 


Pen. Does not, Madam, that Queſtion proceed from 


4 Chad in your own? 
Vie. It does, Penilhpe, I own ĩt does I hal a 
tong conflict with myſelf on my Pillow, laſt night. 
en. What were your Thbughts there ? 
Via. That I ow'd it to our Friendſhip to acknow- 
ledge to you that all the Pleaſure I once hall in you, 


is iſh Ah Poielope! I'm ſorry for every good 
Quality y ou have 
Pen. bitice you are ſo frank— I muſt confeſs 


to you ſomething very like this— — however I en- 
vy'd that ſprightly ingenuous native Beauty of yours: 
I 1 ſee it wh d much the figure of your Mind, That 1 


can conquer, I think I can, any Inclination in my- 


= that oppoſes the Happineſs of ſo lincere 2 
end - 
Vie. Explain yourſelf, my Dear. 
Pen. I'll diſcoutitenance this Bookwwi?*s ambiguous 
Addreſſes And if Lovemore can forgive my late 
ill Uſage————1I need ſay no more 


Enter Servant. 

gers. Mr. Frederick below deſites to ſee you, on 
fome extraordinary Buſineſs. 

Vi#. I have not time, my deareſt Friend, to ap- 
plaud or thank you but muſt run in He comes 
from Lovemore« remember [Ex1t. 

Pen. Let him come © Pies: can't I for my 
Life forbear a little Tyranny: 


Enter Frederick and Lovemore. 

Pen. Good- -morrow, Sir: I believe I know your 
Buſineſs you're officious for your Friend 
But J ant deaf. 

Fred. I know you are, and have been; but I come 
only to do him a laſt Office» - He'll trouble 


you no more, but I muſt conjure you to read this, 
D 


and 


* * 
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and inform this learned Gentleman what you know of 

| this Misfortune. | 

| Pen. Reading. Your Cruelty provet'd me to defire the 
favour of dying by Mr. Bookwit's Hand, ſince he had ta- 
ken from me more than Life, in robbing me of you ——— 
farewel for euer direct Frederick not to give you 
this, till I am no more — Writ in his Blood Till 

I 'am no more! Levemore no more—Thou ſhalt not 
be no more Thou fhalt live here for ever. Here 
thou deareſt Paper, mingle with my Life's Stream : 
Either the Paper bleeds a-new, or my Eyes weep 
Blood——So let em do for ever————Oh, my 
Lowemore Did the Vanity of a prating Boy baniſh 
thy ſolid Services and manly Love? 

Fred. This is no Reparation to him for his loſt 
Life, nor me for my loſt Friend Yet when you 
pleaſe to receive em, I am oblig'd to deliver you 

ſome Papers, wherein he has given you all the For- 
tune he could beſtow ; nor would revoke it, ev'n 
thus injur'd as he was | | 

Pen. Curſe on all Wealth and Fortune! he, he is 
gone, who only deſerv'd all, and whoſe Worth I know 
too late. * | 

Lowe. Oh Ecſtaſy ! why was I angry at her re- 
Joicing at my Sorrow, when hers to me is ſuch a 

ect Bliſs ? Tis barbarous, not to diſcover my: 
Tarr -* © [To Fred. 
Fred. Do, and be-us'd barbarouſly — hut, 
Madam, you muſt be compos'd ; your Life for ought 
I know is at flake, for there is no ſuch thing as 
Acceſſaries in Murder; and it can be prov'd, you 
knew of Lowemore's threatnmg to fight Boot 
You muſt either take your Tryal yourſelf, or be Mr. 


Bookwit's Witneſs. 
Pen. I his Witneſs ?=——No, I' ſwear 
| any thing to hang him. vd 
Fred. Ah! Madam, you muſt conſider yourſelf 
2 - Pray, Sir, read her Indictment 
tO her. | 
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Love. Reading, That on the ſaid third Day of April, 
the ſaid Penelope, of the Pariſb of St. Martin's in the 
Fields, Spinſier, evithout Fear before her Eyes, but by 
the If gation of the Devil, and through an evil Pride 
of Heart——_—_ | 

Pen. "Tis too true | . [Weeping. 

Love. Did contrive, abet, and conſent to the Death 
of John Lovemore E/qwere, of the Age of twenty-eight 
Years, or thereabouts., _ 

Fred. I can't bear the mention of him without 
Tears. He was the ſincereſt Friend. 

Lowe. I think I have ſeen him He was, I've 
heard, a Man of Honeſty, but of ſomething a diſagree- 
able Make. 

Pen, Oh ! Sir, you never ſaw him, if you think 
— 
His . free as his Mind was honeſt, nor 
had he Imperfection, but his Love of me. (Weeps. 

Love. I tremble, I ſhall diſoblige her too much. 

Lo Fred. | 

Fred. You ſhan't diſcover yourſelf, you ſhall go ; 
through her Soul, now tis mov'd on our fide—Win 
her now, or ſee my Face no more——T'll not have 1 
my Wine ſpoil'd every Night, with your Retails of | 
Love, and afking Advice, tho' you never mean to 
take it, like a true Lover. 

Pen. When did that beſt of Men expire, . 
Frederick ? 

Fred. This Morning: But ſhould I ſpeak the man · 
ner. With a faint dying Voice he call'd me to him— 
I went in Tenderneſs to take my long Farewel—He 
in a laſt Effort of Nature preſt me to his Breaft, 
and with the ſofteſt Accent ſigh'd in Death, Pe- 
nel, 

Pen. Oh the too generous Man ! Ungrateful 1 
Curſes on him firſt flatter'd with his Tongue, 

On her that firſt diſſembled in her Silence 

What Miſeries have they entail'd on Life, 7 
To bring in Fraud and Diffidence in ww of 
: dat s the Dreſs of honeſt Paſſion, 


D z Then 
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Then why our Arts, to a Man enamour 
That at her Feet cd Wy his Soul, % 
Moſt Women cold appear, falſe to herſelf and him ? 
Fred. Do you ſee there—Yeu'd * before 
ſhe conſider d that—— to Love. 
Pen. Oh ! cou'd I ſee him now atop livid Lips, 
And call him back to Life with my Complaints, 
His Eyes wou'd glare upon any Guilt with Horror, 
That 15 0 to glote and melt in Love before m 
Let mine for ever then be ſhut to Joy, 
To all that's bright, and valuable in Man} 
I'M to his ſacred Aſhes he e 
And to his Memory devote my 1 
Eove. This is worth dying To 2 
low her. 
Fred. No, you ſhan't ; let by go e ber- 
8 and hug, call her Pillow Lave- 
'Tis but what you've done a thouſand. times 


r. 
That's true too. 
Head. Let her on the Miſchief of her 


Vanity: She ſhall lament till her Glaſs is of our ſide 
Till. its pretty Nies be all blubber d, its. Heart 
heave. r uo befare *twill 
the. Sarrow of another's. Don't you. know Pride, 
Scorn, Affectation, and a whole Tram « of Ik muſtibe 


F. before a great Beauty's: maxtify/d to pur- 
ad | 


Buter: Serwant. 
= . Bookwit enquires for you. here, Mr. 
Fred. Pray, let him come np. 


| Enter Old Bookwit.  - 
5 What's che matter? You ſeem more diſcom- 
pos d than you were at Mr. Fredrich s: ſomething 


ſtill new. 
O. Bool. L ſaw the Boy in à Chair, he 


ee en 
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his Mother's Softneſs, by Nature of the ſweeteſt Diſ⸗ 
poſition ——Oh ! Gentlemen! — you know not what 
it is to be a Father To ſee my only Child 
in that Condition My Grief quickened at the 
ſight of him ; I thought I could have Patience, till 


I ſaw him. 


Enter S 
Serv. There are two or three in Chairs deſire Ad- 
mittance by Appointment. 
O. Book. Tis right, Sir. 


Enter Bookwit, Latine, and Gaoler. 

Oh, my dear Child, oh Tom ] are all thy aged Fa- 
ther's Hopes then come to this, that he can't ſee thee 
his only Son, but guarded by a Gaoler? Thy Mo- 
ther's happy, that liv'd not to ſee this Day—lIs all the 
Nurture that ſhe gave thy Infancy——The Erudition 
ſhe bequeath'd thy Youth, thus anſwered ? ——— Oh, 
my Son! my Son] riſe and ſupport thy Father ; I fink 
with Tenderneſs, my Chas, come to my Arms while 
thou art mine. 

F. Book. Oh beſt of Fathers! 
Let me not ſee your Tears, don't double my AMiAi- 
ons by your Woe——— 

There's Conſolation when a Friend laments us, but 
when a Parent grieves, the Anguiſh is too native, 
Too much our own to be called Pity. 

Oh! Sir, conſider, I was born to die — 

Tis but ding Thought, and Life is nothing; 8 
Ages and Generations away, 

And with reſiſtleſs Force, like Waves o'er Waves, 
Roll down th' irrevocable Stream of Time, 
Into the inſatiate Ocean for ever Thus we are gone. 
But the erroneous Senſe of Man — tis the Lamented 
That's at reſt, but the Survivor mourng—— - 


All my Sorrows vaniſh with that Thought, e 
But Heav'n grant my aged Father Patience. 
O. Book, Oh Child! (7. urning may. 


D 3 T. Book. 


— 
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T. Bock. Ne wot tarment pourkelf, vou ſhall promiſe 


to 
Wi! il — do upbraid you with my Death = 
Conkdrr, Sir, in Death that our Relation ceaſes, 
r ſhall I want your Care, or know your Grief. 
It matters not whether by Law, or . "tis I die: 
What, won't my Father hear me plead to him ? 
Don't turn from me———— _ 
Let dank look at me with your Soul ſo full. 
O. Book. Oh my Child, my Child cou'd hear 


thee ever. 
Twas that I lov'd thee, that I turn away. 


To hear my San perſuade me to reſign him, 
Tee 133 he Grief is inſu pportable. 
Y. Bock. ere with your An- 


grow an Infant; ſcarce can acne hug; 3 - 
5 let. me keep ſome 4 15 my 


O. Beat. It might be 
. Me at the Chmpany, 


too much to hope 
hte F445 No, we'll 15 you to yourſelves. 
Exeunt. 


0. El. H have too. mach upon me, Child, 


And indeed have nothing to ſay, but to feed my Eve 
upon thee, e er we part for ever, if Tears would let 
me When you have flept in your Cradle, I have 
wak'd for you—— and. was it to this End- Oh 
co you've. broke. your Father's Heart, [Savoons. 

Book. Good Heav 'n forbid OT: him and 


He ah faints, 8 5s cold, he's gone; Running to him. 
He's gone, and with his laſt FBreath call'd me Parricide. 


You've broke your Father's Heart! Oh killing Sound! 
I'm all Contagion, to pity me is Death. 

My Griefs to all are mortal but mylſel£. 

You ve broke your Father's Heart! if I did ſo, 
Why thus ſerene in Death, thou ſmiling Clay, 
voy that calm AſpeR to = Murderes ? 


Oh 
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Oh big unutterable Grief——merciful Heav'n} 
I don't deferve this Eaſe of Tears to mett * 
With Penitence—————Oh ſweet, ſweet Remiorſe, 
' Now all my Powers give way 
To my juſt Sorrow, for the beſt, of Fathers.” [out 
Thou venerable Fountain of my Life,” | 
Why don't I alſo die, deriv'd from tliee ? © 
Sure you are not gone ls the way out of Lie 
Thus eaſy, which you ſo much fear d in me? 
[Takes Bin by.! tht Rant 
Why ſtay I after? but I deſerve to ſtay, 
To feel the quick Remembrance of my Follies. 


Yet if my Sighs, my Tears, my Anguiſh can atone— 


Re-enter Frederick, Lovemore, Latine, Gaoler, . 
Victoria and Penelope. 
7 What is the Matter? What | 
Book.. Behold this Sight, Tam the guilty W retch 

Fred. Keep aſide a little, Sir, he only ſwoons, I 
hope ; I think he breathes—yes he returns 
muſt compoſe yourſelf. 

Lat. Poor Boafrwit, how utterly he ſcents diſtreſs d. 

O. Book, I will be calm——relign to ares and 
hear you patiently. 

Fred. You, Sir, his Favourite Servant, 8 
Gade the Truth of what you know," to 
entleman ; who is Counſel in this Caſe. 

Y. Book. He is not 

Tove. Pray, Sir, give the Servant leave firſt. 

Lat. Know then, I am not what I ſeem, but 3 
Gentleman of a plentiful Fortune. I am thus drels'd 
to carry on fuch gay Purſuits as ſhould offer in this 
Town Not to detain you, Mr. Bookwit ſent me 
late laſt Night, with a Letter to one cf theſe Ladies 
Coming from thence, as I croſs'd, I faw Lowemore in 
the Garden; he ſtopp'd me, aud after ſome Queſtions 
concerning my Meſlage to this Houſe,” to which he 
did not like my Anſwers, he ſtruck 'me ; we fought 
Meft-him.dead upon the Spot, of which this 


Geutleman is guiltleſ 


0. Bool. 


— — 3 — 3 
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O. Book. How |! was it you then, that kill'd Mr. 
Lowemore ? 

Lat. Twas this unhappy Hand gave him his Death, 
| but fo provok'd-— 

Y. Book. Who could believe that any pleaſing Paſſion 
Cou'd touch a Breaſt loaded with Guilt like mine ? 
But all my Mind is ſeiz d with Admiration 
Of thy dar ations Friendſhip——What then—— 
Could thou hold thy innocent Hand up at a Bar 
With Felons, to ſave thy Friend? 

How ſhall I chide or praiſe thy brave Impoſture ? 
Ah! Sir! believe him not—He cannot bear the Loſs 
of me, whom he o'ervalues ; therefore with higheſt 
Gallantry he offers a Benefit which twere the meaneſt 
Baſeneſs to receive. 

But Death's more welcome than a Life ſo purchas'd. 

Lat. We all know you can talk, and gild things as 
you pleaſe, but the Lady's Servant knows I was taken 
near the Body, when you—— 

T. Book. 81, do but hear me— [ Pu/bing away Lat. 

Lat. I'll eaſily convince you. [ Puſhing away Book. 

Y. Book. Pray mind him not, his Brain is touch'd— 

Lat. I am the Man, he was not near the Place 

Love. I can hold out no longer Lovemore ſtill 
Kiveth to adore your noble Friendſhip, and begs a ſhare 
in' t. Be not amaz'd ! but let me graſp you both, 
who in an Age degenerate as this, have ſuch tranſcen· 
dent Virtue 

Y. Book. Oh Lovemore ¶ Lovemore How ſhall I 
ſpeak my Joy at thy Recovery 
I fall beneath the too ecſtatick Pleaſure 
What help has human Nature from its Sorrows, 
When our Relief itſelf is ſuch a Burthen ! 

O. Book. Oh, the beſt Burthen upon Earth ! I beg 
your Pardon, Sir I never was ſo taken with a Man 
in my Life at firſt Sight. [Ks Love.) Let me be 
known to you too. | [To Lat. 

Lat. Sir, You do me honour 

O. Book. But, you, Ladies are the firſt Cauſe of 


the many Errors we have been in, and you only can 
extricate 
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extricate us with Satisfaction Such is the Force of 
Beauty The Wounds the Sword gave this Gentleman 
were ſlight, but you have transfix d a vital and a noble 
Part, his Heart Had I known his Pretences, I had 
not interpos'd for my So—— _ x 
Fred. Come, Madam, no more of the Cruel Go 
on, Lovemore; o' my Conſcience the Man's afraid 
'tis Impudence to be n ſee him now. 
Madam, now you may preſs his livid Lips, and call 
bim back to Life with your Complaints. + 
Lowe. I ſtand, methinks, upon the Brink of Fate, 
in an ambiguous Interval of Life, and doubt t' accept 
of Being till you ſmile, In every human Incident 
beſides : 
J am ſuperior, and can chuſe or leave, 
But in nunuteſt things that touch my Love, | 
My Boſom's ſeiz d with Anguiſh, or with Tranfport. 
Pen. Vou've ſhewn your Paſſion to me with ſuch 
Honour, that if I am conſus d, I know I ſhould not 
be, to fay I approve it For I know no Rules 
ſhould make me inſenſible of generous Uſage—— My 
Perſon and my Mind are yours for ever. 
Love. Then Doubts and Fears and anxious Cares be 


ne. 
All © dbek Thoughts that did corrode my Breaſt; 
Here enter Faith, and-Conkdence, and Love ; 
Love that can't live wich Jealouf, but dwells - 
With ſacred Marriage, Truth, and mutual Honour. 
I knew not Where you 'won'd beftow your Vows, 
But never doubted of your Faith when given. 
O. Book. You (v6, my Sen, how Conſtancy's re- 
_ warded! © © 
You have from NatiteeveryQuality, 
To make you well become what Fortune gave you: 
But neither Wit or Beauty, Wealth or Courage, 
Implicitely deſerve the World's Eſteem, 
They're only in their Application, Goods 
How cou'd you fight a Man, you knew not why ? 
You don't think that tis great, merely to dare? 1 
| | | "Tis 


=y 


82 The LyINOG Loves: or, 
"Tis that a Man is juſt he ſhould be bold ; 
Indeed you have err'd. 

Lat. You give my Friend, methinks, too much 
Compunction for a little Levity i in his Actions 
when he's too ſevere in's own Reflections on em. 

Pen. Well, Victoria, you ſee I take your Advice at 
laſt in Choice of Lowemore. 

Vit. I congratulate your miſling of the other. 

Pen. 1 heartily believe you, my dear Friend. 

O. Book. But we beſt guide our Actions by hopes 
of Reward. Cou'd but my Son have ſuch a glorious 
Proſpect as this Fair-One, [To Victoria.] I doubt 
not but his future Carriage wou'd deſerve her. 

Vie. I believe I may ſafely promiſe to approve of 
all the Truth he tells me. 

Y. Book. You've promiſed then, to like all T ſhall 
Fo. gl 368 | ne | 
0. Book. Theſe unexpected good Events deſerve our 
Celebration with ſome Mirth and Fiddles. 

Fred. I foreſaw this happy Turn, therefore have 
prepar d . in the Dancers. 


a. 
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S U-. 0-4 
D) Mr. LEVERIDGE. 
T. R ) 
, HE rolling Years the Joys reflore, 
Iich happy, happy Britain knew, 
When in a Female Age before | 
Beauty the Sword of Juſtice drew. 


IL 


| Nymphs and Fauns, and rural Pow” rs, 
Of cryſtal Floods and ſhady Bow'rs, - 
No more ſhall here prefiae : 
The flowing Wave and living Green, 
Orbe only to their preſent Queen 
Their Safety and their Pride. 


III. 


United Air, and Pleaſures bring, 

Of tender Note, and tuneful String, 
All your Arts devoted are 

To move the Innocent and Fair : 

Il pile they receive the pleaſing N onna, 
Echo repeats the dying Sound. 


— 5 [ſhare, 
Y. Book. Since ſuch deſerv'd Misfortunes they muſt 

Who with gay Falſhoods entertain the Fair ; 

Let all with thisjuſt Maxim guide their Youth, 

There is no Gallantry in Love, but Truth. [Zæeunt. 
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2 U R too advent'rous Author foar'd To- night 
Above the little Praiſe, Mirth to excite, c 


Ad choſe with Pity to chaſftife Delight. 


For Laughter*s a diftorted Paſſion, born 

Of ſudden Self-Eſteem, and ſudden Scorn ; 

Which when "tis o'er, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, 

Both him that mov d it, and themſelves, deſpiſe : 
While generous Pity of a painted Woe 

Makes us ourſelues both more approve and now. 

What is that Touch within, which Nature gave 

For Man to Man, &er Fortune made a Slawe ? 

Sure it deſcends from that dread Power alone, 


n po levels Thunder from his aauful Throne, 


Aud ſhakes both Worlds —yet hears the Wretched groan. 


* 


— 


Tis what the ancient Sage could ne er define, 
Wonder and calPd, Part human, Part divine: 
"Tis that pure Joy, which guardian Angels know, 
When timely they affift their Care below ; © 

I ben they the Good protect, the Ill oppoſe ; 

"Tis what our Soverrigu feels, when ſhe beflows, 
Which gives her glorious Cauſe ſuch high Succeſs, 
That only on the Stage you ſee Diſtreſs. - 


